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POEMS. 



Vol. % 



POEMS, 



WRITTEJ^ ZV Ajsr ALBUM 

L 

As o'er the cold sepulchral stone 

Some name arrests the passer-by ; 
Thus when ^qu view'st this page alone 

May mine attract thy penslre eye ! 

n. 

And when by thee that name is read. 
Perchance in some succeeding year, 

Reflect on me as on the dead, 
^nd thiid^ my heart is buried here. 

Septembdr 14tthy 1809. 



TO 



Oh lady! when I left the shore. 

The distant shore, which gave me hirtbji 
I hardly thought to gtkye once more. 

To quit another spot cm earth : 
Tet here amidst this harr^ isle. 

Where panting STature droops the hea4. 
Where only thou art seen to smile, 

I yiew my parting hour with dqead. 
Though far from Albin's craggy shofe. 

Divided f>y the dark-blue main $ 
A few, brief, rolling seasons o'er. 

Perchance I view her cliiTs again : 
But whereaoe'ier I no>w may roami. 

Through scorching clime, and varied sef, 
Though Time restore me to roj home, 

I ne'er shall bend mine eyes on thee. 
On thee, in whom at once conspire 

All charms which heedless hearts can niov^ 
Whom but to see is to admire. 

And, oh ! forgive the word-*to love. 
Forg^ye the word, in one who ne'er 

With such a word can more offend i 
And since thy heart I cannot share. 

Believe me, what I am, thy firiend. 



And who so cold u took on thee. 

Thou lovely wanderer* and he less ? 
Nor be, what man should ever be. 

The friend of beauty in distress ? 
Ah ! who would think that form had pass*4 

Through Danger's most destructive path^ 
Had brav'd the death-wing'd tempest's blast. 

And 'scap'd a tyrant's fiercer Fiath ? 
Lady ! when I shall view the walls 

Where free Byzantium once arose ; 
And Stamboul's Oriental halls 

The Turkish tyrants now enclose ; 
Though mightiest in the lists of fame. 

That glorious city still shall be i 
On me 'twill hold a dearer clsum. 

As spot of thy nativity : 
And though I bid thee now farewell* 

When I behold that wonderous sc^e ; 
Since where thou art I may not dwell. 

Twill sooth to be* whci^ thou hast been. 

Sepimbfr, 1809. 
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AMBRACtAJ^ GULF, 
KoYZKBrR 149 1809. 

I. 

HROUGH cloudless skies, iti tilreiy sheen. 
Full beams the moon on Actium's coast : 
And on these ^ares for Egypt's queen 
The ancient world was won and lost. 

n. 

And now upon the scene I look. 
The azure grare of many a Roman ; 

\¥here stern Ambition once forsook 
His ^avering crown to follow woman. 

in. 

Ilorcnce ! whom I will love as well 

As ever yet was said or sung, 
(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from hell) 

Whilst thou art fair and I am young ;i 

IV. 

Sweet Florence ! those were pleasant times, 
When worlds were stak'd for ladies' eyes : 



Clad baids as many realma as rhjnnes^ 
Thy charms might raise nsv Antlioniei. 

V. 

Though fate forbids siiph things to b^ 
Tet, by thine eyes and ringlets curFd ! 

I cannbt lose a world for thee* 
But nFOtild not lose th^ for a world I 



iyy%^^f^^f% 



1 I 

COXFOSXS OCTOBXB 11, ISO?, 

^vriti^ the fdght i ina thunder-9t(^nny mhen the. gfddn 
had lo9t the road to Zitxa, war the rang^ of moun* 
taint formerly caUed Pvndua^ in AtbanUtn 

I. 

v/HILL and mirk is the nightly blast^ 

Where Pindus' mountains rise» 
And angry clouds are pouring fast 

The vengeance of the skies. 

0. 

pur guides are gone, our h<^e is lost, 

And Ughtnings, as they play. 
But show where rocks our path have croat^ 

Or gild the torrent's spray. 
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m. 

Jb yon a cot I saw, though low ^ 
When lig^htning broke the gloom-— 

How welcome were its shade !— ah, no ! 
'Tis but a Turkish tomb. 

IV. 
Through sounds of foaming waterfalls 

I hear a voice exclaim^ 
My way-worn countryman, who calls 

On distant England's name. 

V. 
A shot is fir'd— -by foe or friend ? 

AnothetH-*tis to tell 

The mountain peasatits to descend, 

And lead us where they dwell. 

VI. 

Oh ! who in such a night will dare 

To tempt the wilderness ? 
And who 'mid thun<^ peals can hear 

Oar signal of cUstiress ? 

vn. 

And who that heard our shouts would rise 

To try the dubious road ? 
Xor rather 4eem from nightly cries 

That outlaws were abroad. 

vnL 

Clouds burst, skies ftash, oh, dreadful hour ] 
Afore fiercely pours the storm \ 



Vet here one thought has s^ the power 
To keep my bosom warm. 

IX. 

While wanderi]% through eaph broken path, 

O^er brake and crag^ brow ; 
While elements exhaust their wrath. 

Sweet Florence, where art thou \ 

X. 

Not on the sea, npt qq the sei^ 
Thy bark hath long been gone : 

Oh, may the storm that pours on me. 
Bow down my head alone ! 

XI. 

TuU swiftly blew the swift Slzoc, 

When last I presp'd thy lip ; 
And long ere now with foaming shock 

Impelled thy gallant ship. 

xn. 

ITow thou art .safe ; nay, long rt^ nam 

Hast trod the shore of Spain $ 
nVere hard if aught so fair as thoi^ 

Should linger on the main. 

And since I now remember the* 

In darkness and in dread^ 
As in those hours of rerelry 

Which mirth and music sped i 
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XIV, 

JDo thoa amidst the fair wMte walls. 

IfCadizyetbefree, 
At times from out her latticed hM ?t» 

Look o'er the dar]p.blue sea t 

XV. 

Then think upon Calypso's isles 

Endear'd by days gone by. 
To others give a thousand smiles, 

To me a single sigh. 

XVI. 

And when the admiring circle mark 

The paleness of thy face, 
A half form'd tear, a transient spark 

Of melancholy grace, 

xvn. 

Again thou'lt smile, and blushu^ shuQ 

Some coxcomb's raillery ; 
Nor own for once thou thought'st of one, 

Who ever thinks on thee. 

XVffl. 

Though smile and sigh alike are vain| 

When sever'd hearts repine. 
My spirit flies o'er mount and n^in. 

And mounu in search of thine. 
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jAStTAftT 16, 1810. 

JL HE spell is broke, the charm b flown ! 

Thus is it with life's fitful ferer : 
We madly smile when we should gr6an ; 

Delirium is our best deceiver. 
Each lucid iivterval of thought 

Recals the woes of Nature's charter. 
And he that acts as wise men ought, 

But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 



WRITE J^ jiFTJEM SWIMMUiQ 

niox 

SESTOS TO jiJBTJDOS* 
Mat 9, 1810. 

L 

If in the month of dark December 
Leander, who was nightly wont 

* On tlie Uufd of May, 1810, while the Mtette firigate (Captaio Ba« 
tkontj w«« lyiiiK in the Daidaoelles, lieutenant EfcetOKad of that 
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(What maid will not tlie tale rememW ?> 
To cross thy stream^ broad HeUaspont { 

ii. • 

If when the wintry tempests roar'd 

He sped to Hero nothing loath. 
And thus of old thy current pour^dj 

Fair Venus ! how I pity both ! 

in: 

For me, degenerate modern nirretch^ 
Though in the genial month of May^ 

iVigftie and the viiter 6f ilieie thymM nram fnai Ae Eorapsi^ liflMi 
to the Amtie— fa7-the'>by fiom Abydot to Seftm wrald httrt beea moR 
eorreeti The whole dUtanee from the pkee whence we ttuted to civ 
landiDg oo the other ride, ineluding the length we were earried fay the 
«iiRent, w«i eompated by thole on board the flrigate ai apwardiof fiiar 
Xngtiih miles; though the aehial bicadth ii hardy one. Theiapiditjr 
of the emrrent ii lodi that no boat can row direistly acroii, and k nay 
in Mmie nica«ure be etdmated from the cireamftanoe of die ivhole dir 
tanee being aeeompliihed by one ctf the partiet in an hour and fire, and 
by the other in an hoar and ten, minatei. The water ww extvemdy 
eoldfrom the mdting of the moniitain^MWi. Abotft thaee weeki be« 
flbre, in April, we had made an attempt, bat having ridden all the way 
fiom the Troad the lame niomiag,and the water beittg of an icy diitt^ 
DOM, we found it neeetmry to postpone the eon^letion till theftiptean- 
iOiored bdow the eattka, when we iwam the ttndts, as above stated ; entei* 
log a considerable way above the Eun^ean, and landing below the A- 
siatic fort Chevalier says that a yoong Jew swam the same distance 
for his mistress ; and Oliver mentions its having been done by a Men* 
polican ; bat our consal, Tanragona, remembered neither of these cir* 
eumstances, and tried to dissuade us from the attempt. A nnmber of 
the Salsette^s crew were known to have accomplidied a greater distanw\ 
and the only thing that surprised me was» that, as doubts have been en 
tertained of the truth of Leander's story, ho traveller had ever tuktl^ 
oured to ascertain its practicatvlity. 



13 

My dnppini^ limbs I fidntly stretdi^ 
And think Fve done a feat tcMlajr* 

IV. 

But since he cross'd the rapid tide^ 

According to the* doubtful story. 
To woo, — and— Lord knows what beside, 

And swam for love* as I to S^^rf t 

V. 
Twere hard to say who far'd the best : 

Sad mortals \ thus the gods still plague you \ 
He lost his labour, I my jest ; 

For he was drovm'd, and IVe the ague. 

50JVO. 

tan ftMf o-ue dyanaroJ^ 
Atixirs, 1810. 

« 

I. 

JMl AID of Athens, ere we part, 
Give, di, g^ve me back my heart ! 



* Zee mm, mj agapOf or Zan f/tZ^ col^ iyavro, a Romaic cxprescioii 
of tenderness: if I ti-anslate it I shall affront the gentlemeo, as it maf 
«em 1 sujypoted they eould not ; and if 1 do not I may affront the ladieH 
^or fear of any misconstraotion qo the part of the latter I shall do n, 
besgiDg puduD of the learned. It means, « My Life, I loTe yo« !** 

Vol. 2. C 
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Or, sinee that has left Aiy breagt^ 
Keep it now, and take the rest f 
Hear me vow before I go, 
ZfiMv ^, mte aytmii, 

n. 

By those tresses unconfin'd, 

Woo'd by each £gean wind ; 

By those lids whose jetty fringe 

Kiss those soft cheeks' blooming tinge ; 

By those wild eyes like the roe, 

Zcm /Mr, owe (xyet^^» 

m. 

By that lip I long to taste ; 
By that zone-encircled waist ; 
By all the token-flowers* that tell 
^What words can never speak so well ; 
By Love's alternate joy and woe, 
Zeny f4M, OW iyavS, 

IV. 

' Maid of Athens ! I am gone : 
Think of me, sweet ! when alone. 

wlueh waDdfe rery prettily in all laogoages, and is as mudi in fkihion 
in Gieeee at this day as, JuTcnal tells us, the two first words mm a- 
meogit the Roman ladies, whose erotic ezpteisions wece all HeUeniased. 

* In the East (where ladies are not taught to write, lest they sfaooM 
■erihUe assignations) flowers, cinderw, pehbles, &c. convey the send- 
aaentr of the parties hy that nnivenai deputy of lifoeury— an old wo' 
van. A. cinder says, " I bum fortfaee ;** a buneh of flowers tied with 
hafar, **Take ne and fly ;" but a pebble dechref—what noChius else 



15 

Though I fly to JbUndiol.* 
Athens holds my heart and soul. 
Can I cesse to lore thee ? No ! 
Zcm fcS| trmt J^mtnt 

TSAJsrSLATIOJ^ 

OP TBS 

FJIMOUS OREEK WAR SOMtf, 

Wriiten hy Riffa, vho peri$hed in the atten^t to reooki' 
Ovidxe Greece. ThefilUnring irtmeUoien U ae Uterai 
ot the author could make itin verae^ which m of the 
9ame meanare wiM that of the originaL 

Sons of the Greeks, arise ! 

The glorious hour 's gone forth» ' 
And» worthy of such ties. 

Display who gave us birth. 

CHOBUS. 

Sons of Greeks ! let us go 
A) arms against the fbe» 
Till their hated blood shall flow 
III ft riv«r past our feet 

f CfPKantiiwptot 
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II. . 

Then manfully despising 

The Turkish tyrant's yoke, 
l«t your country see you risings 

And all her chains are broke. 
Brave shades of chiefs and sages^ 

Behold the coming strife ! 
Hellenes of past ages, 

Oh, start again to Jife ! 
^t the sound of my trumpet, break'mg 

Your sleep, oh, join with me ! 
And the seven-hill'd* city seeking. 

Fight, conquer, till we're free. 

Son^of Greeks, &c. 

m. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbera 

Lethargic dost thou lie ? 
Awake, and join thy numbers 

With Athens, old ally ! 
Leonidas recalling^ 

That chief of ancient song. 
Who say'd ye once from falling. 

The terrible ! the strong ! 
Who made that bold diversion 

In old Thermopyl« 
And warring with the Persian 
V To keep his country free ! 



* Coostaatiiiopfe. ^cEsrfocMfPf/ 

9 
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• ■ 

With his three hundred waging 
The battle long he stood. 

And like a lion raging, / 
Expir'd in seas of blood. 

Sons of Greeks, &c. 



^«^^lM(V%Mf«< 



TBjiySLATIOJ^ OP TEE MOMAIC SOJfO 

** OfcuiMn ^nAf." iSTe. 

The amg fr^m vkich tlu9 U taken u a great fofv^vrite 
with the young' girls of Athent of att elaueo. Their 
mmner of tinging it io by veroeo in rotation^ the wAofe 
manber preoeni joining in the chomo. I have heard it 
frequently ai owr ** xk^** in the winter of 181Qrll. 
The air ie pUnntrve and pretty^ 

I. 

x ENTER thy garden of roses. 

Beloved and fair Haide^, 
Each morning where Fk>ra reposes. 

For surely I see her in thee. 
Oh, LoTely ! thus low I implore thee. 

Receive this fond truth from my tongue. 
Which utters its song to adore thee. 

Yet txemblM for what it has sung ; 

P3 
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As the branch, at the bidding of N&tuv», 
Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree» 

Through her eyes, through her every feature^ 
Shines the soul of the young Haide^. 

n. 

But the loveliest garden grows hateful 

When Love ha% abandoned the bowers- 
Bring me hemlock — ^since mine is ungrateful. 

That herb is more frag^rant than flowers. 
The poison, when pour'd from the chalice. 

Will deeply embiter the bowi ; 
But when drunk to escape frc^ thy malice. 

The draught shall be sweet to my soul. 
Too cruel ! in vain I implore thee 

My heart from these horrors tp save : 
'yrm nought to my bosom restore thee ? 

Then open the gates of the grave ! 

m. 

As the chief who in battle advances 

Secure of his ponquest belbre. 
Thus thouy with those eyes for thy lances. 

Hast pierc'd through my heart to its core. 
Ah, tell me, my soul ! must I perish 

By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 
Would the hope, that thou once bad'st me chorishi 

For torture repay me too well ? 
Now sad is the garden of roses. 

Beloved but false Haide^ ! 
There Flora all withered reposes. 

And mourns o'er thine absence with me. 



IS 



WRITTEJ^ BEJ^fEATH A PICTUMSr 

I. 

X/E AR object of defeated care ! 

Though now of Love and thee bereft. 
To reconcile me with deapair 

Thine image and my teara are left. 

JL 
^is said with Sonfew Time can cope ; 

Batlhia I feel can ne'er be true : 
for by the death-blow of my Hc^e 

My Memory immortal grew. 



'VIMftn^AM^ 



I. 

X HE kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left 

Shall never part from mine. 
Till happier hours restore the g^ft 

Untunted back to thine. 

n. 

Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 
An equal love may see : 



so 

The tear that from thine eyelid stxeans 
Can weep no change in me. 

m. 

I aak no pledge to make me bleat 

In gazing when alone ; 
K or one memorial for a breast, 

Whoae thoughts are all thine own. 

IV. 

Kor need I write-— to tell the tale 
My pen were doubly weak : 

Oh ! what can idle words avail. 
Unless the heart could speak ! 

V. 

Py day or night» in weal or woe^ 

That heart no longer free^ 
Must bear the love it cannot ahow^ 

And silent ache for thee. 



31 



TO TSTBZA, 



W rraOUT a stone to mark the «pot^ 

And say, what Truth might well have md. 
By all> save one^ peaechance Ibvgot; 

Ahj wherefore art thoa lowly laid } 
lly many a shore and many a sea 

3Diyidedy jet belov'd in yain; 
The pasty the future fled to thee 

To bid us meet— no—ne'er again ! 
Could tl^s have been— a word—* look 

That softly sud, ** We part in peace,** 
Had taught n^ bosom how to brook; 

With fiunter sighs> thy soul's release. 
And didst thou not— sinpe Death for thee 

Pr^ar'd a light and pangless dart- 
Once long for him thou ne'er shalt see^ 

Who held, and holds thee in his heart ? 
Oh ! who like him had watch'd thee here ? 

Or sadly mark'd thy glazing eye 
jbi that dread hour ere death appear. 

When silent Sorrow fears to sigh,^ 
Till all was past ? But when no more 

Twas thine to reck of human woe. 
Affection's heart-drops, gushing o'er. 

Bad flowed as fast— as now they flofffr 
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^hall they not flow, when loany a day 

In these, to me, deserted towers, 
J&re coll'd but for a time away. 

Affection's mingling tears were ours ? 
Ours too the glance iv^ne M^ )>eside ; 

The smile none else might understand; , 
The whisper'd thought of hearts allied. 

The pressure of the thrilling hand ; 
The kiss so guiltless and refin'd 

That lore' each warmer wish forbore— 
Those eyes proclaimed so pure a mind, 

Ev'n passion blush'd to plead for more— > 
The tone, that taught me to rejoice. 

When prone, unlike thee, to repine ^ 
The song, celestial from thy voice. 

But sweet to me from none but thine ; 
The pledge we wore — ^I wear it still. 

But wher^ is thine ? — ah, where art thou ? 
Df t have I borne the weight of ill. 

But never bent beneath till now ! 
Well hast thou }eft in lifers best bloom 

The cup of woe for me to drain ; 
If rest alone be in the tomb, 

I would not wish thee here again : 
But if in worlds more blest than this 

Thy virtues seek a fitter sphere. 
Impart some portion of thy bliss 

To wean me from mine ang^sh here. 
Teach me— too early taught by thee ! — 

To bear, for^ving and forgpven : 
On earth thy love was such to me ; 

It fain would Arm my hope in heaven ! 



&i 



I. 

Away, «way, ye notes of woe ! 

Be silent^thoa once soothing strain 1 
Or I must flee from hence» for, oh ! 

I dare not tiust those strains again. 
To me they speak of brighter days : 

But lull the chords ; for now, alas ) 
I must think, I may not gaze 

On what I am, on what I was. 

11. 

The voice that made those sounds more sweet 

Is hush'd, and all their charms are fled ; 
And now their softest notes repeat 

A dirge, an anthem o'er the dead ! 
Yes Thyrza ! yes, they breathe of thee. 

Beloved dust ! since dust thou art ; 
And all that once was harmony 

Is worse than discord to my heart ! 

m. 

'TJs silent all — ^but on my ear 
The well remember'd echoes thrill ; 

I hear a voice i would not hear, 
A voice that now might well be stUli 



34 

Tet oft my doubting soul 'twill shake -. 

Ev'n slumber owns its gentle tone» 
Till consciousness will vainly wake 

To listen, thou^ the dieam be flown. 

IV. 

Sweet Thyrza ! waking as in sleep* 

Thou art but now a lovely dream ; 
A star that trembled o^er the deep» 

Then tum'd from eairth its tender beam. 
But he, who through life's dreary way 

Must pass, when heaven is veiled in wrath. 
Win long lament the vanish'd ray 

That scattered gladness o'er tus path. 



i 
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TO THTRZA. 



From pangs that raid my heart in twain 
One last long sigh to love and thee. 

Then back to busy life agun< 
It suits me well to mingle now 

With things that never pleas'd^before : 
Though every joy is fled below, 

What future grief can t»UGh me more ? 



s& 



n. 

Then bring me vnae, the banquet bring; 

Blan was not formM to lire alone : 
ni be that fight unmeaning thing * 

That smiks with all, and weeps with none, 
it was not thus in da^s more dear^ 
. It nevei* would have been« but thou 
Hast fled, and left me lonely here » 

ThouVt notlungi all are nothing now. 



m. 

Id vain my lyre would lightly breathe ! 

The smile that sorrow fain would wea^ 
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath. 

Like roses o'er a sepulchre. 
Though gay c<»npanions o'er the bowl 

Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 
Though pleasure fires the maddening soul t 

The heart— the heart is lonely still r 



Or many a lone and lovely night 

It sooth'd to gaze upon the sky : 
For then I deem'd the heavenly li^it 

Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye t 
And oft I thought at Cynthia's noon. 

When sailing o'er the iBgean wave, 
** Now Tkyrza gazes on that moon-*" 

Alas, it gleam'd upon her grave t 

Vol. 2. I> 
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V. 

When stretch'd on fever*s sleepless bed. 

And sickness shrunk my throbbing yeins, 
** 'Tis comfort still/' I faintly said, 

** That Thyrza cannot know my pains :** 
Like freedom to the time-worn slave, 

A boon 'tis idle then to give ; 
Relenting nslture VJunly gave 

My life, when Thyrza ceas'd to live ; 

VI. 

My Thyrza's pledge in better days, 

"When love and life alike wefe new ! 
How different now thou nieet'st my gaze \ 

How ting'd by time with sorrow's hue ! 
The heart that gave itself with thee 

Is silent — ^ah, were mine as still ! 
Though cold as e'en the dead can be. 

It feels, it sickens with the chill. 

vn. 

Thou bitter pledge ; thou mournful token ! 

Though painful, welcome to my breast ! 
Still, still preserve that love unbroken. 

Or break the heart to which thou'rt prest ! 
Time tempers love, but not removes. 

More hallow'd when its hope is fled : 
Oh ! what are thousand living loves 

To that which cannot quit the dead f 
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EXJTEAJ^ASIA. 

I. 

W HEN Time» or soon or late, shall brinf 
The dreamless sleep that lulls the dead, 

Oblivion ! may thy languid wing* 
Ware gently o*er my dying bed ! 

No band pf finends or heirs be there. 
To weep, or wish, the coming blow : 

Ko maiden, with dishevell'd hair. 
To feel« or feign, decorous woe. 

m. 

9at silent let me sink to earthy 
With no officious mourners near : 

I would not mar one hour of mirth. 
Nor startle friendahip with a fear. 

IV. 
Tet Love, if love in such an hour 

Could nobly chpck its useless sigfa«| 
Ifight then exert its latest power 

Vol her who lives and him who dies. 

V. 
'fwere sweet, my Psyche 1 to the last 
Tliy featuret still serene to see : 
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Forgetful of its ttroggles put 
E'en Pun itidf should smile on thee. 

VI. 

But Tun the viBh-«-for beauty still 
Will shrink, as shrinks the ebbing breath : 

And voman's tears, produc'd at will. 
Deceive in life, unman in death. 



vn. 

Then lonely be my latest hour. 
Without regret, without a groan ! 

For thousands Death hath ceas'd to loWer» 
And pain been transient or unknown. 

vni. 

*' Ay, but to die, and go," alas ! 

Where aU have gone, an4 all must go ! 
To be the nothing that I was 

lire bom to life and living woe ! 

IX. 
Count o'er the joys thine hours have seen, 

Count o'er thy days from angfuish free. 
And know, whatever thou hast been, 

Tis sometUng better not to be. 
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STA^rZAS. 



-lVno thou art dead, aa young and fiuc 

As augfat of mortal birth ; 
Andfonfi so soft, and charms so rare* 

Too soon retum'd to earth ! 
Though earth receiv'd them in her bed* 
And o'er the spot the crowd may tread 

In carlessness or mirth* 
There b an eye which could not broot^ 
A moment on that graye to loo^. 

n. 

\ will not aak where thou liest low* 

Kor (^e upon the spot ; 
Tliere flowers or weeds at will may grow. 

So I behold them not : 
It is enough for me to prove 
That what I lov'd and long must love 

Like common earth can rot ; 
To me there needs no stone to tell 
Tis Nothing that I lov'd so well. 

m. 

let did I love thee to the last 
As fervently as thou* 

P2 
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Vfho did'st not change timmgii all the pasV 

And can's! not alter now. 
The love where Death has set his seal. 
Nor age can chill, nor rival steal. 

Nor falsehood disavow : 
And, what were worse, thou canst not see 
Or wrongs or change^ or ftult in m/^ 

TV. 

The better days of life w«re ours ; 

The worst can be but mine ; 
The sun thiit cheers, the stonn that lowers 

Shall never more be thine. 
The silence. of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep ; 

Nor need f to repine 
That all those chi^rms have pass'd away, 
I might haye watch'd tiuough long decay. 

V. 

The flower in ripen'd bloom unmatdh'd 

Most fall the earliest prey. 
Though by no band untimely snatched. 

The leaves must drop away : 
And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, leaf by leat ' 

Than see it pluck'd to day ; 
Since earthly eye but ill can bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair* 

VI. 

I know not if I could have borne 
To see thy beauties fade ;. 



91c: 

Thft niglit that IbUow'd sadi. m nom 

Had worn a deeper thade : 
Thy day vithout a ckwd hath paat. 
And thou wert lorely to the last ; 

Extin^piiah'd, not daeay'd ; 
As stars that shoot along the sky 
Shine bri^ttest ere they fiiU ftom high. 

vn. 

As once I w^t, if I could weep^ 

My tears might well be sbed« 

To think I was not near to keepi 

One vigil o*ep thy bed. 
To gaze— *ow fondly ! on thy face^ 
To fold thee in a faint embrace^ 

Uphold thy drooping head ; 
And show that loye, howeyer vainy 
Nor thou nor I can ^1 again. 

vra. 

Yet how much less it were to gun. 

Though thou hast left me free. 
The loveliest things that still remain, 

Than thus remember thee ! 
The all of thine that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity 

Returns again to me. 
And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 
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I. 

jLf sometimes in the haunts of men. 

Thine image from my breast may fade. 
The lonely hour, presents agaui. 

The semblance of thy gentle shade : 
And now that sad and silent hour 

Thus much of thee can still restore. 
And sorrow unobserv'd may pour 

The plaint she dare not speak before. 

II. 

Oh, pardon that in crowds awhile* 

I waste one thought I owe to thee. 
And, self-condemn'd, appear to smile. 

Unfaithful to thy Memory ! 
Nor deem that memory less dear. 

That then | seem not to repine, 
i would not fools should overhear 

One sigh that should be wholly tfuMi, 

ra. 

*)f not the goblet pass unqualF'd, 
It is not drain'd to banish care. 

The cup must hold a deadlier draught 
That brings a Lethe for despais ; 
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And could Oblivion flet my soul 

From all her troubled Tuions free^ 
rd d«8h to earth the aweetoft bowl - 

That drown'd a. single thought of thee : 

« 

IV. 

For wert thou banish'd from my mind. 

Where could my vacant bosom turn f 
And who would then remain behind 

To honour thine abandoned urn ? 
No, nc^— it is my sorrow's pride 

That last dear duty to fVdfil ; 
Though all the world forget beside^ t 

'Tis meet that I remember stilL 

V. 
For well I know, tiiat such had been 

Thy g^tle care for him who now ^ 
tJnmoum'd shall quit this mortal scene. 

Where none reg-arded him^ but thou : 
And, oh ! I f^l in that was given,* 

A bles|ing never meant for me ; 
Thou wert too like a dream of heaven, . 

For torthly lore tq merit thee. 

Marfih Mth, 1812. 
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QJ^ A CORJ^ZLIAJ^ HEART 
WmCHWAS BROKEJ^. 

I. 

Ill-fated heart ! ind can it be 
That thou shouldst thus be rent in twain! 

Hare yean of caie for thine and thee 
Alike been all emplo/d in vain i 

n. 

Yet pre;ciou8 seona each ahatter'd part. 
And every fmpDent dearer giovn^ 

Since he who wears thee^ feels thou art 
A fitter e^iblein of hh own. 

a 
I^Tlii* poem ud die foUowing woe written MBie fetfi tgo^ 

TO 4 TOUTSFUL FMIEJ^p. 

L 

J: EW years have passed since thou and X 
Were firmest friends^ at least in naine> 

And childhood's g^y sincerity 
PrjBservM our feelings long the aa^ie. 



#» 55 



J|ut now, like me, too vdl thou knoVit 
What trifles oft the heart recall s 

And those who once have lov'd the most 
Too soon fi^rget they lov'd at alL 

m. 

And such the change the heart displasrs. 
So frail is early friendship's mgn, 

A month's brief lapse, periuips a day's. 
Will view thy mind estrahgf d again. 

rv. 

If so, it never shall be mine 

To mourn the loss of such a heart ; 
The fault was Nature's fault, not tlune. 

Which made tliee AcUe as thou art. 

» 

V. 
As rolls the ocean's changing tid^ 

So human feelings ebb and flow^ 
And who would in a breast confide 

Where stormy passions ever glow f 

VI. 
It boot* not, that together brad. 

Our childish days were days of joy ; 
My spring of life has quickly fled ; 

Thou, too, hast ceas'd to be a boy. 

vn. 

And when we bidjuiieu to youth. 
Slaves to the precious world's conttolj 



We sigli a long farew«U to Imith ; 
iTbat WQild com^U the Qobtot souL- 

vin. 

Ah, joyous season I when tlie mind 
Dares all things boldly but to lie ; 

"When thought ere spoke is unconfia'd. 
And sfMurkles in the plaeid eye. 

IX. 

IQ'ot so in man's maturer years. 
When man himself is but a tool. 

When interest sways our hopes and fears^ 
And all must love and hate by rule. 

X. 

With fools m. kindred vice the samew 
# We learn at lengpth our faults to b)^d^. 
And those, and those ilone may claim 
The t>rostituted name of frigid. 

XI. 

Soeh is tiie eommon lot of man : 
Can we then '^cape from folly free i' 

Can we reverse the general plan, 
Xor be what all in turn must be f 

xn. 

No, for myself so dark my fate 
Through every turn of life hath been ; 

Man and the world I so much hate, 
I oarg not whepi I quit the- scene. 
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Skat tlHm. ^rtfi «il^ Ml a»dl fiili*ft 
Wilt aluiie awhile and paas away, 

jU glow-wonns spaiUb through the ii]|^ 
But du» not itand Utt teat «f 4af« 

XIT. 

Alaa { i4M0f «r tQ^y oaUa 
Where jMurasites md priaoea iiieet» 

(For cheriah'd first in royal halla. 
The welcome yiqtM kindly gveet„) 

XV. 

B*en now thoU^rt hightly aeea to add 
One insect to the fluttering crowd» 

And still thy trifling heart is glsd» 
To join the vaiik and court the proud. 

xn. 

There {bit t)wMi glide firaipa Air to Uih 
Still •iij^^ing on wifh eagfr haij^ 

As flies along the gay partifi^ 
That taint tiie flowers they tearcely ta^e. 

xvn. 

feat say^ what nymph will prite the flaase 
«.Whi6h seeins, as mMrsJ^y vapours moi^ 
To flit aloi^ from dspie to dame^ 
An igniA-fatttus gleam of love ? 



What friend for thee, howe'er inclined. 
Win deign U own a kijadrad cta^ ? 
Voi 2. E 
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Who win debase hii minly mind. 
For fttedtbi^erery fixd may thMe^ 



In time folrbeiu* » Mikidst One throiig 
No more so base a thing be seen ; 

No more so idly pass along : 
Be something, any thing* but— mean. 



wvwww- 



TO 
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1. 

W ELL ! thou art happy, and I feel 
That I shoidd thus; be hat>py' toO'; 

For still my heart regards thy veal 
Warmly, as it was wont to do. 

n. 

Thy husband's blest—and 'twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot : 

But let them pass — ^Oh ! how my heart 
Would hate hhn, if he lov'd thee not 1 

in. 

"When late I saw thy fatourite ehild, 
I thought my jealous heart would break ; 
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But vhen ihe vticomciam infant BnuPd, 
I Idss'd it, fi«fil» diotbei^MiilE^ 

IV. 

I kissed it«-.«iid r^refa'd.my sigh* 

Its father in its face to see ; 
But then it had its mothei^s e|es. 

And they wore all to love and me. 

V. 
. JIdary,. adieu ! I must away : 

While thou art blest ni iH>t r^ine ; 
But near thee I tan never stay ; 

My heart would soon again be thine. 

VI. 
I deem'd that time, I deem'd that pnd* 

Had quenched at length my boyish flame ; 
Nor knew, JtiJi seated by thy sld^ 

My hes^ in all, 8»ve hDi>e, th/^ same. 

vn. 

Tet was I calm : I knew the time ^ 

My breast would thriU before thy look » 

But now to tremble were a crime— 
We met and not a lierve was shook. 

vm. 

I saw thee gaze upon my face^ 

Tet meet with no confusion there: 
One only feeling could'st thou trace ; 

Xhe 8u]Jen cahnness of despair. 
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HemembKiiice neTer teost Awtke s 
Oh! where ii Lethe^i fahled stream J! 
Hy Ibolidi hM^ Be ilttl «r bMlE. 



<wUw%<wli»»Ai 



C7%e ifo fiBvmiig F9tm -mere Jir^ipvimAbt^mt * VMt 

^motV 1814.] 



TO w9 x;.^i>r if^JBiu:^. 



A sire^tt disgrace* ft reftlih'i deeayi 
Ah, happy ! i£ eaoh tear of thine 
Ccmld waah a. fitther^ fault away I 



Weep^(»r thy tfelira ate rirtne^ t etf > ■ 
Auspicious \x> thete suftsrili^ islei ; 

And be eftbh^fli^p in fatitfe yea» 
Bepaid ibttt }(j thy peqple't smilet! 

Mrcft,i8u 
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FMOM TBB TWUCiam 



X HE chain I gave was fair to view. 

The lute I added sweet in sound. 

The heart that offei'd both was true. 

And ill deserr'd the fate it Ibund. 

n. 

These ^fte were charm'd by secret speU 

Thj truth in absence to divine ; 
And they have done their dut^ well, 

Alas ! they could not teach thee thine. 

m. 

That chain was finp in every link. 
But not to bear a stranger's touch ; 

tliat lute was sweet— t^ thou could'crt think 
In other "hands its nc^ were such. 

IV. 

l^et him, who from thy neck unbound 
The chain which shiver'd in his grasp, 

Who saw that lute refose to sound, 
Bestring the ehpids, renew the clai^. 



4ft 

V. 
WImh thoa wert changed, tliey dter'd too» 

The Cham it broke, the music mute : 
^Tis past— to them and thee adieu— 

f!alse heitt, htai thaia> sad sikAt lute. 
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SONiaiT. 
TO OEJiTEVBJL 

X HINE «y^^$ blue tei^drhesa, thy long Seut IuiTii 
An^ the wan lUstfe of thy iektures— caught 
From contemplation-— wbere serenely wrought, ' 
Seem Sorrow's softness charm'd from its despair- 
Have thrown such speaking sadness in thine air, 
That^-but I know thy blefiSed bosom frai^ght 
With mines of unailoy'd aftd stainless thought—- 
I should have deem'd tl^ee dobm*d to earthly qgtfe. 
With «ueh an aspect by hid colours blent. 

When from his beauty-breathing pencil bom, 
(EiLcept that thotk hast nothing to repent) 

The l^agdalen of Guido saw the mom- 
Such seem'st thou— but how much more excellent > 
With nought Itemorse can claim— no^ Virtue soom* 
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SONNET. ' 
TO OEJ^VMJL 

M. IBm check is ptUtt Wit& tll(NI]^t| but IMt frOA VUC9 

And yet so toydy, tintt if MiHii eoidd flusk 

Its rose of f^teness with the txrightest Mesh* 
My hesrt would wish away that t«der glow s^ 
And dazzle not thy deep^Mue eyes - ' h at ob ! 

Vbile gazing on them stemer eyes will gosh. 

And into mine my mother's Weakness tnthf 
Soft as the last dvppa looad heaven's shy bow i 
For, through thy long dark lashes low d^iendiDg^ 

The soul of mdancholy Gentleness 
Qkams like a serajih iiRnn the sky desending. 

Above all pain, yet pi^ng all distress ; 
At om% such majesty with sweetness blendiQg, 

I worship more, but cannot love tibee less. 
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mSCRlPTJOX OY TOE MOmiMEJrT OF A 
J^BfVFOUJ^DLAJ^D DOG. 

yV HEN some proud son of man returns to earth;i 
Uaknown to gloiy, but upheld by birth. 
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The tculptor*! art eiliftnsts the pomp of woe, 

And storied urns record who rests below ; 

When all is done, upqn the tomb is seen, 

Kot what he was, but what he should have been: 

But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend. 

The first to welcome, foremost to defend. 

Whose honest heart is still his master's own. 

Who labonrs, fights, lires, breathes f^r him tikait, 

Unhonour'd falls, unnottc'd all his worth. 

Denied in heaven the soul he hdd on earth : 

While man, vain insect, hopes to be fi>rgiven» 

And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 

Oh man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour, 

Bebas'd by slaveiy, or 4Corrupt by poWer, 

Who knows thee well mUiSt qmt t)iee witjb dis§^, 

Degraded mass of animated dust ! 

Thy love is lust, thy friendship al} a cheat. 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit ! 

By nature vile, ennobled but by name. 

Each kindred brute might bid thee blush tor shanie. 

Te ! who perchance behold this simple urn, 

Paas on — ^it honours none you wish to mourn : 

To mark a friend's remains these stones arise, 

i never knew but one, ^nd here he lies. 

J^ewatead Abbe^^ Oct, 30, 180a 
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FAEEWELL. 
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ABE WELL ! if erer fondest prayer 

For otiber's weal avail'd on high* 
Hine will not all b^ lost in airy 

But waft thy name beyond the sky, 
Tw«ie Tain to speak, to weep» to sigh : 

Oh! more than tears of blood can tellf 
When rung from guilt's cipiring eye^ 

Are in that wovd^-fsrewdl !— Farewell ! 

These lips are mute, these eyes are ^ ; 

But in my breast, snd in my brain, 
Awske the pangs that pass not by. 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep agw. 
My soul nor deigns npr dares complain, 

Thouf^ grief snd passion there rebel i 
I only Imow we lov'd in vain-— 

I only feel— •I'siewell !— f'areweU ! 
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HIMlCiii^** 



TO 



SAMUEL KOOERS, ESQ. 

I 

is A 8UGHT Birr MOST tIKCERB TOKKH QT ICT 

ADIORATIOH OF HIS OKNIUBj ICT mKSPieT 

TOR HIS CHARACTER, AMD ORAll* 

TCDB FOR HIS FRIEMMHIP; 



THIS 

1>B0DUCTI0N 

tS nrSCRlBED BT HIS OBUGED AMD 
AFFBCTIOMATB SXRVAXT, 

BYRON. 
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AOVEBTTSEMENT. 



X HE tale, which these diBJointed fragnentt prcMilt^ 
u founded upon circumsUnces now let* commoa in 
tiie East than formerly ; either became the ladies are 
more circumspect than in the ** olden time ;** or be- 
cause the Christians have better ibrtiuie, or less tfiter* 
prixe. The story, when entire, contained the adyentniet 
of a female slave, who was thrown, in the Mussulman 
iQanaer, into the sea for infidelity, and avenged by • 
young Venetian, her lover, at the time the Seven Isl- 
ands were possessed by the Republic of Venicey and 
soon after ibe Amauts were beaten back from the Mo- 
les, which they had ravaged for some time subsequent 
to the Russian invasion. The desertion of the Mainotest 
on being refused the plunder of Misitra, led to the 
sbandonment of that enterprize, and to the desolation 
of the Morea, during which the cruelty exercised on 
sll sides was unparalleled even in the annals of the 
f^thfuL 



THE GIAOUR. 
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J^ O breath of air to break the wave 
That roUa below the Athenian's giuye, 
That tomb* which, gleaming o'er the cliffy 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff, 
High o'er the land he sav'd in vain— 
When shall such hero live again f 



Fair clime ! where eveiy season smiles 

Benignant o'er those blessed isles. 

Which seen irom ftr Colonna's height. 

Make glad the heart that hails the sight, 10 

And lend to loneliness delight. 

There mildl/ dimpling-^Oceaa's cheek 

V 

* A tomb above tberoeksoothsimniMnlory, by fune rappateA lh» 
«pilkiue ofltKinbtoclei* 

F3 
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Beiects the tints of many t peak 

Caught by the Unghini^ tides that Uve 

These Edens of the eastem wave ; 

And if at times a transient breeze 

Break the blue crystal of the seas» 

Or sweep one blossom from the trees* 

How weleome is each gentle air« 

That wakea and wafb the odours there ! 2Q 

For there— the rose o'er crag or yalcy 

Sultana of the nightingale** 
The maid for whom his melody— 
His thousand song^ are heard on higfa. 

Blooms blushing to her lover's tale ; 

His queen, the garden queen, his Rose, 

Unbent by winds, unchill'd by snows. 

Far from the winters of the west 

By every breeze and season blest. 

Returns the sweets by nature given 30 

In softest incense back to heaven ; 

And grateful yields that smiling sky 

Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh. 

And many a summer flower is there. 

And many a shade that love might share. 

And many a grotto, meant for rest. 

That holds the pirate for its guest; 

Whose bark in sheltering cove below 

Lurks for the passing peacefrd prow. 



^ThfrsttMhrneatoftlie nightingale to the roK is a wdl knovn Fei> 
maOdde-if I mistake not, the ** BoUml of a thouaaiid takt" is obb 
afhbapfsPation^ 
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Till the gay mriner^s guiUr* 40 

Is heard, and seen the evening star 3 
Then stealing' wiUi the muffled oar> 
Far shaded by the rocky shore, 
Rush the night-prowlers on the prey. 
And turn to groans his roundelay. 
Strange — that where Nature loVd to trace» 
As if for gods a dwelling-place. 
And every charm and grace hath mix'd 
Within the paradise she fix'd — 
There man, enamour'd of distress, 50 

Should mar it into wilderness, 
And trample, bnite-like, o'er each flower 
That tasks not one laborious hoar s 
Nor claims the culture of his hand 
To bloom along the fairy land, 
But springs as to preclude his care, 
And sweetly woos him-— but to spare ! 
Strange — ^that where all is peace beside 
There passion riots in her pride, 
' And lust and rapine wildly reign 6p 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 
It is as though the fiends preyail'd \ 

Against the seraphs they assail'^. 
And fix'd, on heavenly thrones, should dweD 
The freed inheiitors of hell — 
So soft tlie scene, so form'd for joy,. 
So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 



* The guitar is tbe eomtmat amuienmit of die Greek lailor hf aight, 
with a itaidy iair wind, and dari4|^ aeafan, ttis acfiompaaifid always 1|f 
ll« Toiee, ^d oi^ 1^ danfuic. 
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He vho luth bent him o'er the dead, 
Bre the first day of death is fled ; 
The first dark day of nothingness, 70 

The last of danger and distress ; 
(Before Decay's effacing fingers 
Have swept the lines where beauty lingeiis,} 
And marked the mild angpelic air— 
The rapture of repose that's there — 
The fix'd yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek. 
And — ^but for that sad shrouded eye. 

That fires not — ^wins not — weeps not — ^now— • 
And but for that chill changeless brow, 00 
Where cold Obstruction's apathy* 
Appals the gazing mourner'^ heart. 
As if to him it could impart 
The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon — 
Yes— but for these and these alone. 
Some moments — aye — one treacherous hour, 
He still mig^t doubt the tyrant's power. 
So fair— so calm — so softly seal'd 
The first—last look — ^by death reveal'd Jf 

* * Aje,lNit to die tnd go we know not where, 
* To'Ke in cold obttruotioo.'* 

Mmiurefor Meaturt, Act ni. Se. S. 

1 1 trait thatftnr of mf nAdert hate ewer had an ^ppottuSttf of 
witneinnf what is hen attempted la deMciptioa, but those who have 
will probably letaia a painftil reraeinbnnee of that singular beauty 
which penrades, with few exceptions, the features of the dead, a ftw 
honn, and but fbr a few hours afler "the spirit is not there.* It is to 
be reoMurfced in cases of vbleat deafli by son-shot wounds, the afi» 
sion is always that of huigtior, whaiew the natmal CMffy of ^ saft 
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Sueh ui the aspect of thit thoie^ . "90 

*Ti8 Gr eece Iwt Ixrmg Greece no more I 

80 coldly sweety so deadly fair. 

We startf-^lor soul is wanting tlieie. 

Hers is the loveliness in deathj» 

Tbat parts not quite with partin|f hrealh t 

But beauty with that fearful bloom* 

That hue which haunts it to the tomb— 

Ea^ession's last leoeding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay. 

The farewel beam of feeling past away ! 100 

Spark of that flam&--perchance of heav^y bir^w- 
Which gleams— but wanas no more its cherish'd 
earth! 

Clime of the unfeigotten brave !-* 
HHiose licnd from plain to mountain-cave 
. Was Freedom's home or Glory's grave — 
Shrine of the mighty ! can it be^ 
That tlus is aU remiuns of thee f 
Approach, thou craven crouching slave- 
Say, is not this Thermopylat ? 
These waters blue that round you lav^ 110 

Oh servile offspring of the free^ 
PronounGe what sea» what shore is this ? 
The g^lf^ the rock of Salsmis ! 
These scenes — their story not unknown- 
Arise, and make again your own $ 
Snatch from the ashes of your sires 



ftMr'idiaractars ImtmdeaA IvoMftiCak thi 

&iinits of leeliiv « i<n<K>tXi and tteiaiiid iuhiss,to the 1^ 
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The embew tff their former Arei, 

And he who in the strife expires 

Will add to theirs a name of fear. 

That Tyranny shall quake to hear, 120 

And leare his sons a hope, a fame. 

They too will rather die than shame ; 

For Freedom's battle once begun, 

Bequeatl^'d by bleeding sire to son. 

Though baffled oft is ever won. 

Bear witness, Greece, thy liring page. 

Attest it many a deathless age ! 

While kings in dusky darkness hid. 

Have left a nameless pyramid. 

Thy heroes — ^though the general doom 130 

Hath swept the column from tlieir tomb, 

A mightier monument command. 

The mountains of their native land I 

There points thy Muse to stranger's eye, 

The graves of those that cannot die ! 

*Twere long to tell, and sad to trace. 

Each step from splendour to disgrace. 

Enough— no foreign foe could quell 

Thy soul, till from itself it fell. 

And Self-abasement pav*d the way 140 

To ▼]llain*bond8 and despot-sWay. 



What can he tell who treads thy ahofe ! 

No legend of thine olden time, 
No theihe on which the muse might soar, 
High as thine own in days df yore. 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 
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The bcarU whliin thy faUc^ hnd. 
The ftery wvia that migixt have led 

Thj fODS to deedf sublime ; 
Vow crawl from cradle to the gnvt, 1 J5 

Slave*— 4ia7 the bondsmen of a slaTe9* 

And callous, sare to crime s 
Stained with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes ; 
Without even savage virtue blest. 
Without one free or valiant breast. 
Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 
Proverbial wiles, and j^ncient craft. 
In this the subtle Greek is found. 
For this, and this alone, renowned. 160 

In vain might Liberty invoke 
The spirit to Its bondage broke. 
Or raise the neck that courts the yoke i. 
No more her sorrows I bewail. 
Yet this win be a moui*nful tale. 
And they who listen may believe. 
Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 



Far, dark, along the blue sea glancing. 
The shadows -of the rocks advancing 
Start on the fisher's eye like boat If 

* Ailwmi«4ie prayertr of the Ri^f Afn, (the thive «f the ien|lio» 
nd guandian of* the trviBShO «ho effoiott the Waywodetf-A pwidar 
•nd eunttdi— thete are not ^ita ytt trai ■ifteliiiiisn wiw gnerw 
tile gtevcm^r «if Atheni I « 



do 

Of iiUiid<|Mir*te orHahme x 
And ftarM fiir bis l%ht caiqtte 
He shuns the nettr but doubtful Cndk, 
Though 'WOfn and veAry with his toll» 
And caa^er'd vith his scaly spoil. 
Slowly, yet sttongly, plies ^ oar. 
Till Port lieone^s safer AhoTe 
Beceives him by the lorely light 
That best becomes an Eastern nig^t 
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Who thundering comes on blackest steed? 18^ 
With slackened bit and hoof of speed, 
Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The cavem'd echoes wake around 
In lash for lash, and bound for bound ; 
The foam that streaks the courser's side. 
Seems gather'd from the ocean-tide : 
Though weary waves are simk to rest. 
There's none within his rider's breast. 
And though to-morrow's tempest lower, 
'Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour \f ^^ 
I know thee not, I loathe thy race. 
But in thy lineaments I trace 
What time i^all stivngthen, not efface ; 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
ts scath'd by fiery passi<»i*s brunt. 
Though bent on earth thine evil eye 
As meteor like thou glidest by, 



Right well I view and deen tiliee oae 
Whom Othman'fl sons should slay or ahus. 



O11--011 he hastened— and he drew 20# 

My g^ze of wonder as he flew : 
Though like a demon of the night 
He pass'd and vanish'd from my sight ; 
His aspect and his air impressed 
A troubled memory on my breast ; 
And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser's hoofs of fear* 
He spurs his steed — ^he nears the steep. 
That jutting* shadows o*er the detsj^^ 
He winds around— he hurries by-* 3tO 

The roek relieves him from mine eye*— 
For well I w'een unwelcome he 
Whose glance is fix'd on those that flee ; 
And not a star but shines tod bri^t 
On him who takes such timeless flight. 
He wound along^ — ^6ut ere he passed 
One glance he snatch'd— as if his last— 
A moment check'd his wheeling steed— 
A moment breath'd him from his speed— 
A moment on his stirrup stood— 220 

Why looks he o'er the olive wood ?— 
Tile cresoflBt glaaoieri on the biU* 
The Mosqoe's high limps are quivering still ; 
Though too remote for sound to wake 

M 2. G 
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In echoes of the far tephaike** 

The flashes of each joyous peal 

Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeal. 

To-ni^ht— set Rhamazani's sun-~ 

To-night — the Bairam feist's begun — 

To-night— but who and what art thou 230 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And what are these to thine or thee. 

That thou should'st either pause or flee ? 

He stood — some dread was on his face 

Soon Hatred settled in its place — 

It rose not with the reddening flush 

Of transient Anger's darkening blush. 

But pale as marble o'er the tomb. 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 

His brow was bent — ^his eye was glaz'd — 240 

He raised hb arm, and fiercely rais'd ; 

And sternly shook his hand on high. 

As doubting to return or fly ; — 

Impatient of his flight delay'd 

Here loud his raven charger neigh'd— 

Down glanc'd that hand, and grasp'd his bladfr- 

That sound had burst his waking dream, 

As Slumber starts at owlet's scream. — 

The spur hath lanc'd his courser's sides — 

Away— away— for life he rides — 250 



* ** Tophiufce**' iaiisqi]et.«-Tlie Bunm is auMated lif *e om* 
«t sQiuet; the iUamiiuition of the Moiqiwi, and the filing «f tl kidi 
of «nuli wmfl, loaded with bgU, proefaiim it daring the iii|k(* 
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Swift as the htirl'd on bigh jerreed/ 
Springs to the touch his startled steed, 
Xhe lock is doabled«^-and the shore 
Shakes with the clattering tramp no more— 
The crag is won — no more is seen 
His Christian crest and hao^ty mien.-— 
'Twas but an instant>-^though so long 
IvVhen thus dilated in my song^* 
'Twas but an instant that he stood. 
Then sped as if by death pursued ; 26Q 

Bat in that instant, o'er his soul 
Winters of Memory seem'd to roll ; 
And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain, an age of crime. 
O'er him who loves, or hates, or fears. 
Such moment pours the grief of years— 
• What felt he then — at once opprest 
By all that most distracts the breast ? 
That pause— which ponder'd o*er his fate. 
Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! 270 

Though in Time's record nearly nought. 
It was Eternity to Thought ! 
For infinite as boundless space 
The thought that Conscience must embrace. 
Which in itself can comprehend 
Woe without name— or hope— or end.— 

f Jamed, or ^jarid, a blunted Toildih javelui, which is darted fran 
' hnwtlili wMi gnat fteee and ptwamoa. It k a fiifourite eaeseiw of 
AelfunlnMiii; Imt Iknownotif HfitnheaUledofiuifiJy oiie»siiMe 
%piMt export ia the art axe the Maekeunuchipf Conitaiitioople^I 
ttiflik, next to these, a Mamiook at SmynM was t|ie most skilAil that 
•BIO withia my own obaenatioB. 
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The h<mr is past the Gtaoor is fg&M, 
And did he fly or Ml fdone i 
Woe to that hour he came or went. 
The curse for Hassan's sin was sent 280 

To turn a palace to a tomh ; 
He came he went like the Simoom/ 
That harbinger of fate and gloom» 
Beneath whose widely wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death- 
Dark tre&--^tiU sad, when others* girief is ted, 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 

The steed is vanish'd from the stidl. 
No serf is seen in Hlissan's hall ; 
The lonely spider's jthin gray pall 290 

Waves slowly widening o'er the wall ; 
The bat builds in his Haram bower ; 
And in the fortress of his power ^ 
The owl usurps the beacon-tower ; 
The wild dog howls o'er the fountain's brim 
With baffled thirst, and famine, grim. 
For the stream has shrunk from its marble be^ 
Where the weeds and the desolate dust are sftread. 
•Twas sweet of yore to see it play 
And chase the sultriness of day— 300 

As springing high the silver dew 
In whirls fantastically flew, 
An4 flung luxurious coolness round 
The air, and verdure o^er the grouiML<^ 

•TlwUast of the desert, fiitaltoem7tlui«]|iTiiisr,a]ido{teaifiii4 
fA to in caitoEii pactrf. 
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Twas sweet when cloudless 8tan were bright. 
To view the wave of watery light. 
And hear its melody by night.— 
And oft had Hassan's childhood play'd 
Around the verge of that cascade ; • 
And oft upon his mother's breast 310 

That sound had harmoniz'd his rest ; 
And oft had Hassan's youth along 
Its bank been sooth'd by Beauty's song ; 
And softer seem'd each melting tone 
Of music mingled with its own. — 
But ne'er shall Hassan's age repose 
Along the brink at Twilight's close— 
The stream that fill'd that font is fled-? 
The blood that warm'd his heart is shed !•— 
And here no more shall human voice 320 

Be heard to rage — ^regret — rejoice — 
The last sad note that swell'd the gale 
Was woman's wildest funeral wail — 
Utat quenchVi in silence — all is still. 
But the lattice that flaps when the wind is i^rill-— 
Though raves the gust, and floods the rain 
Ko hand shall olose its clasp again. 
On desert sands 'twere joy to scan 
The rudest steps of fellow man, 
So here the very voice of Grief 33(1 

Might wake an echo like relief— 
At least 'twould say, •* all are not gone ; 
f* There lingers life, though but in one"— 
For many a gilded chamber 's there. 
Unmeet for Solitude to share ; 
Within that d<»n6 a^ yet Beca^ 
G 2 
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Cbth slowly worked her cMakmng way— 

But gloom is gather'd o'er the gate. 

Nor there the Fakir's self will wait ; 

Nor there will wandering Derrise stay, 34d 

For Bounty cheers not his delay ; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 

To share the master's ** bread and salt."* 

Alike must Wealth and Poverty 

Pass heedless and unheeded by» 

For Courtesy and Pity died 

With Hassan on the mountain«side.^ 

His.roo^that refuge unto men— 

Is Desolation's hungry den.-— 349 

The guest flies the hall, and the vassal from labouTi 
llince his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabre !f 



I hear the sound of coming feet. 
But not a voice mine ear to greet- 
More near each turban I can scan* 
And silver-sheathed ataghan it 



• Hie fMce of hiwpiitfitf witli sU MumAmm partiidly tk 



1 1 need hudlj olMenre,tliat Charity md Hofpitalicy are the firrt Ah 
tin enjoined by Mbhomet ; and to ny trath, mery fenenlly pnitised 
Iqr liU diidplei. The ftnt pcaiee tliBt een be beelowed on a chief, ii a 
yanegyrie on hU bowity ; the nest on bis valour. 

♦ Thoatagfaan,alonyihnpi worairithyietehinthe>eit,inaiaetri 
fcabbprd,gcnnally«riilTers and,anioi«thtiitalthier,gil^aref9oH^ 
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The foi«mo0t of tbe band la seen 
An Emir by his garb of green :* 
*' Ho ! who art thou?*' — this low salamf 
Replies << of Moslem faith I am. 
<* The burthen ye so gently bear, 360 

** Seems one that claims your utmost care* 
** And, doubtless, holds some precious freight^ 
My humble bark would gladly wait" 
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'^ Thou -speakest sootii, thy skiif unmoor, 
** And waft us from the silent shore ; 
** Nay, leave the sail still &rl'4, and ply 
^ The nearest oar that's acatt^d by, 
** And midway to Uiose rocks when sleep 
** The channel'd waters dark and 4/eep,p— 
** Rest from your task — so— bravely done, 370 
*« Our course has been right swiftly run,' 
** Yet 'tis the longest voyage, I trow, 
^*That<meof— • • • • 

Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank 
The calm wave rippled to the bank; 



* Green if Hie prinkged tolour of the ^raphef^ Bw^eraat preCend- 
ed detendantt; with Aon, u here, faith (the flumly iohetitaiiee) if 
fupp^sed to f upenede tbe neoefnty of good woikf ; they are tbe wont 
flfa very iodiflfeient liiood. 

t ^ahun akikown ! aleikoum falam ! peaioe1>einAyoii,bewiAymi 
pwce-the flalatatkMi referred fl>r the fldthfid Mo a ChiifCian, **Ur- 
hnilt,'* ft good journey ; or faban huMoa, nbae lerala ; good bmhciIi 
iMerea; aadMnetim^ **aMyyw»eiiA^bi4>PT>'* aretbetiMial 
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I watch'd it as it sank, methou^ht 

Some motion from tbe current caught 

Bestirr'd it more, — ^"twas but the beam 

That chequer'd o'er the living stream — 

I gaz'd, till vanishing from view, 38Q 

Like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 

Still less and less, a speck of white 

That gemm'd the tide, then mock'd the sig^t; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep, 

Known but to Genii of the deep. 

Which trembling in their coral caves. 

They dare not whisper to the waves. 



As rising on its piu-ple wir^g 
The insect-queen* of eastern spring, 
O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer - 390 

Invites the young pursuer near. 
And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary cJiase and wasted hour. 
Then leaves him, as it soars on high^ 
Witli panting heart and tearful eye : 
So Beauty lures the full g^own child 
With hue as bright, and wing as wild ; 
A chase of idle hopes and fears, 
Beg^n in folly, clos'd in tears. 
|f won, to equal ills betray'd, 400 



of Ibe t^reeiei. 
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Woe waits ti^ inaeet and tbe 9ind» 

A life of pfim» the loss of peace. 

From infant's play, and man's caprice: 

The lovely toy so fiercely sought 

Has lost its charm by being tsaufi^t^ 

For.evc^ tench that woo'd its sti^ 

Has brush'd its brightest hues away. 

Till charm, and hue, aad beauty gonCf 

Tis left to fly or fall alone. ' 

With wounded wing, or bleeding breas^ 410 

Ah ! where shall eithet victim reit^ 

Can this with faded pinion soar 

From rose t6 tulip as b^OK. ? ' 

Or Beauty, blif^ted in an houTj 

Find joy within her broken bower f 

No : gayer insects fluttering by 

Ne'er droop the wing o'er those thAt die,' 

And lovelier things have mercy shown 

To every failing but their own. 

And every woe a tear can claim il20 

Except an erring sister's shai^e. 



The mind, that broods o'er guilty woes. 

Is like the scorpion girt by fire. 
In circle narrowing as it glows 
The flames around their captive close. 
Till inly searched by thousand throes* 

And maddening in her ire. 
One sad and sole relief she knows, 
The^sting she.i^oiiriahf4 for her fqes^ 
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Whose venom never yet was vam, 430 

Gives but one pang-^ and cures all pain. 

And darts into her desperate brain.— 

So do the dark in soul expire. 

Or live like scorpion girt by fire ;• 

So writhes the mind Remorse hath riven. 

Unfit for earth, undoom'd for heaven, 

I>arkne8S above, despair beneath. 

Around it flame, within it death ! — 




Black Hassan from the haram flies. 
Nor bends on woman's face his eyes, 440 

The unwonted chase each hoiu* employs. 
Yet shares he not the hunter's joys. 
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Vicila dwelt in his Serai. 
Doth Leila there no longer dwell } 
That tale can only Hassan tell : 
Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon tliat eve she fled away ; 
When Rhamazan'sf last sun was set, 
And flashing from eaph minaret 450 

* Alluding Co tlie dul^ioui anieide pf the leorpioo, ao placed for ei< 
periment by gentle phUosoplien. Some maintain that the po^tioD of 
the iting, when turned towards the head, it merely a eoBToltive now* 
nwnt; bat othen hare actually brought io the r&riwt "Felodeie.* 
The MorpuMis are surely interested in a speedy decisitHi of the qqestkai ; 
as, if onee Ihiriy established as insect Catos, they will prolybly be aK 
lowed to lire as long as they think proper, without being martyied ft( 
the sake of an hypothesis. '' 

t The cannon at sQiMetafaMa the HhnMOMi; sae imie, page M. 
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MiUioos of haapB proclaim'd tlie fs$Bt 
Of Bairam tlirough the boundless East. 
'Twas then she went as to thfs bath, 
** Which Hassan vainly search'd in vrratli^ 
But she was flown her master's rage 
In likeness of a Georgian page ; 
And far beyond the Moslem's power 
Had wrong'd him with the futhless Giaour. 
Somewliat of this had Hassan deem'ti* 
But still so fond, so fair she seem'd» 460 

Too well he trusted to the slave 
Whose treachery deselVd a grave : 
And on that eve had gone to mosque. 
And thenCe to feast in his kiosk. 
Such is the tale his Nubians tell. 
Who did not watch their charge too well ; 
But others say, that on that night. 
By pale Phingari'sf trembling light. 
The Giaour upon his jet black steed 
Was seen— but seen alone to speed 470 

Vfiih bloody spur along the shore. 
Nor maid nor page behind him bore 



Her eye's dark charm 'twerp vain to tell. 
But gaze oil that of the Gazelle, 
It will assist thy fancy well. 
As large, as languishingly dark. 
But Soul beam'd forth in every spark 



* FUsfui, the BMNnkf 



Irhat dtftod lh>Bi toieftth the lid, 

Brig'ht as the ruby qf Giamschid.*- 

Yea, Soul, and should our prophet say. 

That form was nought but breathing clay, 

By Alia ! I would answer nay ; 

Though on Al-Sirat'sf arch I. stood^ 

Which totters o'er the fiery flood, 

With Paradise within my view,. 

And all his Houris beckoning through* 

Oh ! who young Leila'& glance could read 

And keep that portion of his creedt 

Which ^aith, that woman is but dust, 

A soulless- toy for tyrant's lust ? 49G 

On her might Muftis gaze, and. own 

That through her e3'e the Immortal shone—. 

* Th« celebrated fahuloqs itd>y of Sultan Giamschid, th^ emhelfiiher 
of Istakfaar ; from its splendor named Sehdbgeniff, " tb* torch of night -^ 
dso, the " eap of .the sun,"* &e.— In the lint editioDt ** Oiama&id" was 
writtoi as a word of three sylUihlet, so D'Heifaelot has it; bat I am 
Itoli that Riehardion rednees it to a diss7l]ahfe, and viites ** Jamihid." 
I hare left lA die text tlie.orthographf of the one with tl^ pwmmcia-^ 
tion of the other* 

f Al-Sint, the bridge of httadth kas than the thread of a fhmished 
spider, o^r wbieh the Miissnhnans must tkate into Fanidisc^ towhieb 
it is the only enthinae ; but this is not the worst, the river beneath being 
hell itself, into whioh, as may be expected, the unskilfbl and tender of 
foot eontrivs to twnWe with a "fiici&f dtsoensna Aveni^** no# very 
pleanngin pixwpeet to the next.pasKnger* Theie is a shorter cat 
downwards for the Jews and Christians. 

t A mlgar enor ; the Koran allots at leattathird of Paradise to welt 
liehnved women ; but by far the incater munher of Mmsidmans inter- 
pret the text their own way, and exclnde their mQJrtica from beavcD^ii 
Bein£^ enemies to Platonics, they cannot discern ** any fitness of things* 
in the souls of the other les, eoooeiviqg thfi)P to be superseded by th» 
Kouris* 
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(hi her &ir cheek's unfading biue. 

The young pomegnnAte's* btossoms ttrenf 

Their bloom in blushes ever new—- 

Her hair in hyacinthinef flow, 

Ivhen left to roll its folds below ; 

As midst her handmuds in the haU 

She stood superior to them all. 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 500 

Gleam'd whiter than the mountain sleet 

Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 

It fell, and caught one stain of earth. 

The cygnet nobly walks the wate]^— 

So mov'd on earth Circassians daughter^ 

The loveliest bird of Frang^estan !^ 

As rears her crest the rufHed sWan, 
And spurns the wave with wings of pride* 

When pass the steps of stranger man 
Along the banks that bound her tide t 510 

Thus rose fair Leila's whiter neck :— 

Thus arm'd with beauty would she check 

Intrusion's glance, till Foll3r's gkze 

Shrunk from the charms it meant to pralM. 

Thus high and graceful was her gait ; 

Her heart as tender to her mate— 

Her mate — stem Hassan, who was hcL? 

Alas ! that name was not for thee ! 



* An oriental ilmile, which nay, pot^pi, llioiig^ ftiily ttaln, |a 
JMnuil ** phH Anbe qa*en Antiie.* 

tHjacindune, in AiabiO) '*Sunbul,'' •• itowiniip a thwujii i> ll» 
MHua poet! at it was amon^ the Gredn. 

i * naqpNUatt," Cireat^ 
tol. % H 
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Stem tUMm haHh it journey ta'ea 
With tveaty ▼aasal9 in hU tnua* ^2D- 

Each arm'd bb best becomes a maor 
With arquebuss and ata^^han ; 
The chief before, as deck'd for war. 
Bears in bia. belt the scimitar 
Stain'd with the 1>est of Amaut blood. 
When in the pass the rebels stood. 
And few retuin'd to tell the tale 
Of what befell in Fame's vale. 
The putols which his- girdle bore 
Were those that once a pacha ware, 530 

Whioh still, though gemm'd and boss^dwith fp)A, 
Even robbers tremble to behold,^-— 
Tis said he goes to woo a bride 
More true than her who left his side ; 
The faithless slave that broke her' bower. 
And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour !— 



The sun's last ri^» are on the hill. 
And sparkle in the fountain rill, 
MThose welcome waters cool and clear. 
Draw blessings from the mountaineer ; 540^ 

Here may the loitering^ merchant Greek 
Find that repose 'twere vain to seek 
Ih citiea lodg'd too near his lord. 
And tremblings for his secret hoard- 
Here may he rest where none can see,^ 
Ito. crowds a slavey in deserts free ; 



n 

And with ibrlndden viae my fUto 
The bowl a BfoBlem tmitt not dnhi. 



The foremost Tartar *• In theM^ 
Conspicuoiu by hit yellow cafi, §$(^ 

The rest in len|pthening line the while 
Wind slowly throu|^ the long defile » 
Above, the mountain rears a peak, 
IVhere vultures whet the thirsty beak. 
And their's may be a feast to*ni£^t. 
Shall tempt ,them down .ere morrow's li|^ 
Beneath, a river's wintry stream 
Has shrunk belbne the summer beam^ 
And left a. channel bleak and base. 
Save shrubs that spring to perish there. S60 

Each side the midway path there lay 
Bmall broken crags of granite gray, 
By^ time or mountain lightning riven. 
From summits clad in mists of heaven ; 
Por where is he that hath beheld 
The pjs^k of Liakura unveil'd ? 



lliey reach the grove of pine at last, 
'* Bismillah !* now the peril's .past j 
** For yonder view the opening plun, 
« And there we'll prick our steeds amain :" -5f0 

"HiflpilMI "fnthriMiiiiriifTririli** the coBurienc e ment of all pm 
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The Chijubi wptiBft, md as lie sai4» 

A bullet whbtkd o'er his bead ; 

The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had Uiey time to check the reii\^ 
Swift from their stseds the riders bound. 

But three shall never mount again, 
^ Unseen the foes that g^ve the wound. 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 
With steel unsheath'd, and carbines bent. 
Some o'er their courser's harness leaat, 58(1 

Half ahelter'd by the steed. 
Some fly behind the nearest rock. 
And there await the coming shock. 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen. 
Who dare not quit their craggy screen., 
Stem Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his course. 
Till fiery flashes in the van 
Froclaim too sure the robber-olan 59Q 

Have well seeur'd the only way 
Could now avail the promis'd prey ; 
Then curl'd his very beard** with ire, 
And glar'd his eye with fiercer fire. 
'* Though far and near the bullets hiss, 

* A plienomenon not nn^niiiMm whh an angry MushuIbmb* In 
laos, dbe Capitnn Pftcha^ >rhisken at a diplomatie audiente woe aa 
lea lively with iodigiMttion than a tiger eat\ la the hiMcfw of all the 
jdagonuvBi; the irartentoua mnstachiM twiiledr they alAod*enet of 
Aejr own aecord, and were expected eTery moment to ehaoge Adv 
colour, b«t at last condeioended to mfande^ Vfhioh, ycobaUy, tfmdmfi^ 
heaili than they contt^ined ha\n. 
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^ Ffe seapM » t>toodi6r liour than 

And now tke foe their eoTert quit. 

And call his Tassals to submit $ 

But Hassan's frown and furious word 

Are dreaded more than hostile aword, 600 

Hot of his little band a man 

Sesign'd carbine or ataghan— 

Nor rais'd the craven cry, Amaun !• 

In fuller sight, more n£ar and near. 

The lately ambushM foes appear. 

And issuing from the grore, advance. 

Some who on battle charger prance.—' 

Who leads them on with foreign brand. 

Far flashing in his red right hand ? 

*« 'Tis he — ^'tis he— 4 know him now, 610 

" I know him by his pallid brow ; 

** I know him by the evil eyef 

** That aids his envious treachery ; 

** I know him by his jet-black barb. 

Though now arra/d in Amaut garb. 

Apostate from his own vile faith, 
" It shall not save him from the death ; 
*« 'Tis he, well met in any hour, 
^' Lost Leila's love— accursed Giaour !" 

As rolls the river into ocean, -620 

In sable torrent wikfly streaming ; 
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tThe **eTileye,* « oonunait sapentition in the Levai^ and of 
lAidi tlw imaginary eflbetsave yet Terj diiflfular on iWe who eob* 
aciva fMnifdvM aftctcd* 
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As the sea-tide's €ippcmag moUon 

In azure column proudly gleamin^s 
Beats back the current many a rood. 
In curling foain and mingling flood ; 
While eddying whirl, and breaking wave. 
Bous'd by the blast of wlriiter, rave ; 
Through spt^kling spray in thundering clash^ 
The lightnings of the waters flash 
In awful whiteness o'er the shore, 620 

That shines and sliakes beneath the roar ; 
Thus — ^as the stream and ocean greet. 
With waves that madden as they meet — 
Thus join the bands whom mutual wrong, 
And ^te and fury drive along. 
The bickering sabres' shivering jar. 
And pealing wide— or ringing near 
Its echoes on the throbbing ear 
The deathshot hissing from afa]v<- 

The shock — ^the shoutr~the groan of war— 640 
Reverberate along that vale» 
More suited to the shepherd's tal^ : 

Though few the numbers — their's the strife, 

That neither spares nor speaks for life ! 

Ah ! ibndly youthful hearts can press. 

To seize and share the dear caress ; 

But Love itself could never pant 

¥oT all that Beauty sighs to grant. 

With half the fervour Hate bestows 

Upon the last embrace of foes, 650 

W^ci^ grappling in the fight they fold 

Those arms that ne'^r shall loose their hold. 



i 



79 

Friends meet to part— Love Uugiis at faith 
True foes, once met, are join'd till death ! 



With sabre shiver'd to the hilt. 

Yet dripping- with the blood he spilt ; 

Yet strain'd within the severed hand 

That quivers round the faithless brand ; 

His turban far behind him roU'd, 

And cleft in twain its firmest fold ; ' 660 

His flowing" robe by falchion torn. 

And crimson as those clouds of mom 

That streak'd with dusky red, portend 

T^hc day shall have a stormy end ; 

^ stain on every bush that bore 

A fragment of his palampore,* 

His breast with wounds unnumber'd rivenji 

His back to earth, his face to heaven, 

fallen Hassan lies — his unclos'd eye 

Tet lowering on his enemy, 6ri| 

As if the hour that seal'd his fate. 

Surviving left his quenchless hate ; > 

And o'er him bends that foe with brow 

As dark as his that bled below.-— 



'* Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the Wave, 
^ But his shall be a redder grave ; 

t The lloweved itewb genenlly wm bf yenwit of lank* 
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^ Her spirit pointed well 0ie steel 
«' Which Uugfat that felon heart to feel. 
** He called the Prophet, bat his power 
^ Was run agidnst the vengeful Giaour : 6^ ) 
** He called on Allar-but the word 
*' Arose unheeded or unheard. 
*^ Thou Paynim fool !— could Leila's prayer 
*' Be pass'd, and thine accorded there f 
** I watch'd my time, I leagued with these, 
** The traitor in his turn to seize ; 
** My wrath is wreak'd, the deed is done. 
And now I go— but go alone.'* 
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The browzing camels' bells are tinkling^ 
His mother look'd from her lattice high, 690 

She saw the dews of eve besprinkling 
The pasture green beneath her eye. 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling, 
•* 'Tis twilight — sure his train is nigh."— 
She could not rest in the garden-bower. 
But gaz'd through the grate of the ste^iept tow* 

er — 
*' Why comes he not ? his steeds are fleet. 

Nor shrink they from the summer heat ; 

Why sends not the bridegroom hispromis'd g^ft, 
*< Is his heart more cold, or his barb less swift ? 700 
*• Oh, fiilse reproach ! yon Tartar now 
^* Has gain'd our nearest mountain's brow« 
>< Aijd wtfily the steep dpscendsj 
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And now witUn tiie raUey ivvuds ; 
^ And he bears the gift at his nddk bow<^ 
*< How could I deem his courser slow ? 
Right well my largess shall cepay 
His welccmie speed and weary way."— 
The Tartar lighted at the gate, 
But scarce i^held his fainting weight ; 719 

His swarthy risage spake distress. 
But this might 1)6 from weariness ; 
His garb with sanguine spots was died. 
But these might be from his courser^s side ^— 
He drew the token from his vest- 
Angel of Death ! 'tis Hassan's cloven crest ! 
His calpac* rent — ^his caftan red— 
" Lady^ a fearful bride thy son hath wed— • 
** Me, not from mercy, did they spare, 
♦• But this empurpled pledge to bear. 720! 

•' Peace to the brave ! whose blood is spilt— 
« Woe to the Giaoiur ! for his the fpiilt,* 
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A turbanf carv'd in coarsest stone, 
A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown. 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 
The Koran verse that mourns the dead ; 

* The *Calpao" is the aolid cap or centre port of tSie betd-dicit ; the 
Atvl is wound nmnd h, and fomu the turban. 

t The tnxten— pillar— and iiuteriptive verae, decorate ^e tombt of 
tbe OtfaaaUe^ whether in the cemetery or the -mldemeu. bi die 
moQittiiini you frequently pan dmilar menwntoi ; and pn inquiry yoa 
•ic infonnfd that they record Mme Tictim of reheUioii, plunder, or ie« 
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Foint out Hie spot where Hasun &]| 
A. Tictiin in that lonely dell. 
There ileept as tme an OsBinlie 
Ase'er at Mecca bent the knee; ^^ 

As ever sebni'd ibd»idden wme^ 
Or pray'd with face towards the shrine, 
In bnsoBS vesum'd anew 
At solemn sound of <' AUa Ha !**• 
Tet died he by a stranger^s hand. 
And stranger in his native land-^ 
'Yet died he as in arms he stood. 
And unavenged, at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradiae 

Impatient to their halls inTite» 7^ 

And the dark hearen of Houri's eyes 

On him shall glance forever bri^t ; 
They come— their kerchiefs green they w«fe,t 
And welcome with a kiss the braye ! 
Who falls in battle 'gwnst a Giaour, 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 



But thou, false infidel ! shalt writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir'9t scythe; 

* * AllaHuI** die eondading ««ndf of the Mnestifi*! mU to fnjv 
fimndiebigheft gaUeiy od the exterior of the Mumrec. On a «iji en* 
ning, when the Muezzin has • fine yoke (which they ftpqnently haff) 
die effect u lolemn suA besvitiltd heyond aU the belli in ChristendMi 

t The foUowiiv ii part «f a hattle Nog ortheTafki :-• I aee-I iM 
adark<cyed girl of Bamflbe, and die waves a handkenhiei^ akesdtftf 
ofgreen; and cries aknd. Come, kin ne, for I lore thee,** SiSb 



d^ MviMMSBdiiNpaiatorf iiainkcftr dmr 
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And from iti' tomeBt 'icape aloMe 

Xo wander rounds IcMt EbUt'* tiiroiie ; 750 

And fire unqtien^'d^ onquoichable'^ 

Around-^withi»~-thy heart ihaU dwell, 

^or ear can hMr> nor tongue can tell 

The tortures of that inward hdl l^- 

But 6r8t» on earth as Vampiret sent. 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent; 

Then ghastly haunt thy native place. 

And suck the blood of all thy race. 

There fit>m thy dangfater,- skrter, wife. 

At midnight drain the stream of Isle ; 760 

Yet loathe the banquet which perfcroQ 

Most feed thy livid living corse ; 

Thy victims ere they yet expire 

Shall know the dsemon for their sire» 

As cursing thee, thou cursing them. 

Thy flowers are wither'd on the stem. 

But one thi^ for thy crime must fallp-^ 



ITthe aBfiven sfe iMme of Hk deucit, he b kaoM «p with • 
leythe wad thumped down with m nd iMrt miee till prapetly trttr^wl, 
tridk a ranetf of vihiAi&KCf ptoliotioDt. The ofllee of tfaeee ei^eb ie 
■oneene; there ere Int two;* end the number of orthodox deecand 
hems in a nnall profMrtMrn tirtbe remuBder, their haadt »^ rfwaye 
fidL 

* XWi, the Oriental Prinee of DaikiKM. 

t The Tampire raperrtitioD is still generil in tiie levant. Honest 
Toornefort tdls a long story, which Mr. Southey, in the notes on Thai^ 
abt, quotes about these ** VroucoIocbas«" as he calls them. The Roma- 
ii'term is "Vardouhieha,** whieh the worthy old trtfeller has thas 
tnnsposed. I reeoileet a whole ftmOy being terrified by the seream ^ 
adaU, whiA they imagined mast proceed from laeh a'visilSttflik 
'IheOnektacvwaeiiiioB the waid withoot 
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The ym mgci t m o«t bdov^d «f tll^ 

Shall h\0B» thee with ufaihet'w 

That word shiill wfap thy heart in flame ! 779 

Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 

Her cheek*a last tinge, her eye's laat spark, 

And the last glassy glance must view 

Which freezes oVr its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallow'd hand sbait tear 

The tresses of her yellow hair. 

Of which in life a lock when shorn, 

Afiection's fondest pledge was worn ; 

But now ia borne away by thee» 

Memorial of thine agony ! 780 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip,^ 

Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip ; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grav^« 

Go— «nd witii Gouls and Afrits rave ; 

Till these in horror shrink away 

From spectre tnore accors'd than they ! 



" How name ye yon lone Caloyer ? 

" His features I have scann'd before 
•* In mine own land — ^*tis many a year, 

" Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 7l0 

** I saw him urge as fleet a steed 
" As ever serv'd a horseman's need. 



* Thefreshness of the faee^ and the wetnen of the lip withlilodli 
aie the neTei^faiiuicf ugns of a Vampire. The storiM toU ia HuipiT 
and Oreeee of these foul fecden are ^ngofaur, and aomeof tkrm hpK 
incrt^My attested* 
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** Sat onee I marihMX five— b«t tbton 
^ It WW 90 BUffkM urith inward pain 
** I coiild not pass It by ag«i& ; 
<' It breathes the same dso^ apint n^w^ 
** As deaUi w^ie staa^'d upon his fafow.'< 



*< Tis twice thftte years at saminer tide 

** Since first among^ o«r ft«res he came; 
'< And here it sooths him to abide 800 

** For softie dark deed he will not name. 
** But never at onr vesper prayer, 
** Kor e'er before confession chair 
** Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
** Incense or anthem to the skies, 
** But broods within his cell alone, 
** His faith and race alike unknown. 
** The sea from Paynim land he crost, 
*' And here ascended from the coast, 
** Yet seems he not of Othman race, 810 

** But only Christian in his face : 
** rd judge him some stray renegade^ 
•• Repentant of the change he made, 
** Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 
** Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 
* Great largess to these walls he brought, 
** And thus our abbot's favour bought j 
*• But were I prior, not a day 
** Should brook such stranger's further stay, 
<* Or pent within oiir penance cell 820 

" Should doom him there for aye to dwell. 
*' Much in his visicwis mutters be 
« Of maiden 'wheim'd beneath the sea; 

Vol. H. I 
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* Of sabres clashing^— foemen Ayk^,- 

f< Wrong^. aveng'd— «iid Moslem dying. 

** On cl^ he hath been known to stand* 

** And rare aa to some bloody hand 

*' Fresh severed from its parent limb, 

^ Invisible to all but him, 

<* Which beckons onward to his grave, 839 

** And lures to leap into the wave.** 

9 • • • • • . • 



To love the softest hearts are prone. 

But such can ne*er be all his own ; 

Too thnid in his woes to share 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair ; 

And sterner hearts alone may feel 

The wound that time can never heal. 

The rugged metal of the mine 

Must bum before its surface shine. 

But plungM within the furnace-flame, 84? 

It bends and melts — ^tliough still the same ; 

Then temper'd to thy want, or will, 

*Twill serve thee to defend, or kill ; 

A bi*east-plate for thine hour of need, 

Or blade to bid thy foemen bleed ; 

But if a dagger's form it bear. 

Let those, who shape its edge, beware I 

Thus passion's fire, and woman's art. 

Can turn and tsrae the sterrser heart ; 

From these its form and tone vae ta'en, 85^ 
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^Ud wlttt they make it must remain. 
Bat break— before it bend again. 



If solitude succeed to gntff 

Helease from pain is ali^t relief ; 

The vacant bosom's wilderness 

Might thaidL the pang that made it less. 

We loathe what none axe left to share— 

JSven bliss— 'twere woe alone to bear ; 

The heart once left thus desolate* 

Must fly at last for ease— to hate. i68 

It is as if the dead could foel 

The icy worm around them steal. 

And shudder, as the reptiles creep 

To revel o'er their rotting sleep 

Without the power to scare away 

Hie cold consumers of their clay } 

It is as if the desert-bird,* 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream ; 

To still her famish'd nestlings' scream, 
Kor mourns a life to them transferr'd ; S70 

Should rend her rash devoted breast. 
And find them flown her empty nest. 
Tbe keenest pangs the wretched find 

Are rapture to the dreary void— 
The leafless desert of the mind— 

The waste of feelings unemploy'd.— 

•Thepelifiuiit, lbeKeve,the fairi to libelled, by the Udputatte <f 
Aadios ber diiclEtiOf viOk her Uqod. 
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Who would be doom'd to gase uikMi 

A sky without a cloud or sun ? 

Less hideous far the tempest's roar> 

Than ne*er to brave the billows more— Mi 

Thrown, when the war of winds is o'er, 

A lonely wreck on fortune's shore, 

'Mid sullen calm, and silent bay. 

Unseen to drop by dull decay ; — 

Better to sink beneath the shock 

Than moulder piecemeal <m the rock ! 
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Father ! thy days have pass'd in peace^ 

** *Mid counted beads, and countless prayer ; 
** To bid the sins of others cease, 

** Thyself without a crime or care, 
** Save transient ills that all must bear, 
" Has been thy lot, from youth tcf age, 
** And thou wilt bless thee from the rage 
•* Of passions fierce and imcontrol'd, 
** Such as thy penitents unfold, 
" Whose secret sins and sorrows r^st 
" Within thy pure and pitying breast. 
** My days, though few, have pass'd below 
** In much of joy, but more of woe ; 
•* Yet still in hours of love or strife 906 

** Fve scap'd the weariness of life ; 

Now leagued with friends, now ^irt by iatM, 

I loath'd the languor of repose ; 
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Kow Bgitfam^ left to love or haXi^ 

No more with fkope or pride elate ; 

I'd rather be the thing that crawls 

Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls. 

Than pass my dull, unvarying days, 
^* Condemn'd to meditate and gaze— 
>' Yet, lurks a wish within my breast 910 

" For rest— but not to feel 'tis restr«- 
** Soon shall my fate that wisl^ fulfil ; 

'* And I shall sleep without the dream 
^' Of what I was, and would be still, 

'* Dark as to thee my deeds may seem^« 
'< My mem^y now is but the tomb ' 
" Of joys long dead — ^my hope— their doom-^ 
** Though better to have died with those 
** Than bear a life of lingering woes — 

My spirit shrunk not to sustain 920 

The searching throes of ceaseles pain ; 

Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
*' Of ancient fool, and modem knave ; 
'< Yet deatli I have not fear'd to meet, 
*< And in the field it had been sweet 
** Had danger woo'd me on to move 
•* The slave of glory, not of love. 
•* I've brav'd it---not for honour's boast ; 
" I smile at laurels won or lost.— 
"To such let otliers carve their way, 93Q 

^* For high renown, or hireling pay ; 
'• But place again before my eyes 
>* Aught that I deem a worthy prize ;— 
/* The maid I love— the man I hate-r 
."And I will hunt the steps of fate, 
12 ^ 
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^< (To save or sUy— as these lequile) 
'< Through rending steel, and rolling fire i 
^ Nor needst thou doubt this speech from coe 
*' Who would but do--what he hath done. 



« I lov*d her, friar ! nay, ador'd— 940 

** But these are words that all can use-* 
•* I prov'd it more in deed than word — 
'* There's blood upon that dinted sword*— 

** A stain its steel can never lose : 
f* 'Twas shed for her, who died for mci 

*< It warm'd the heart of one abhorr'd : 
•* Nay, start not — ^no— nor bend thy knee, 

^' Nor midst my sins such act record. 
** Thou wilt absolve me from the deed, 
•* For he was hostile to thy creed ! 950 

*< The very name of Nazarene 
«( y^g^Q wormwood to his Paynim spleen^ 
*' Ungrateful fool ! since but for brands^ 
" Well wielded in some hardy hands i 
** And wounds by Galileans given, 
*' The surest pass to Turkish heaven ; 
*' For him his Uouris still might wait 
" Impatient at the prophet's gate. 
**-! lov'd her^-love will find its way 
** Through paths where wolves would fear to pf«y^ 
" And if it dares enough, 'twere hard 961 

*' If passion met not some reward — 

No matter how — or where-'-or why, 
^* I did not vainly seek — nor sig'h ; 
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** Tet somfttimeft with re mor i e in Tmia 
**! wish she had not lovM again. 
* She died — I dare not tell thee how, 
** But look — ^'tis written on my brow ! 
** There read of Cain the curse and crime* 
'*In characters unworn by time : ft70 

^ Still, ere thou dost condemn me— ptnse*- 
** Not mine Jthe act, though I the cause ; 
^' Tet did he but what I had done 
'* Had she been false to more than one ; 
*' Faithless to him— he gave the blow, 
^ But true to me — ^I laid him low ; 
^ However deserv'd her doom might foe. 
Her treachery was truth to me ; 
Tb me she gave her heart, that all 
«' Which tyranny can ne'er enthrall ; 990 

^ And I, alas ! too late to save, 
Tet all I then could give — ^I gave— 
Twas some relief— our foe a grave. 
** His death sits lightly ; but her fate 
** Has made me— what thou well may'st hate. 
"His doom was seal'd— he knew it well, 
«* Wam*d by the voice of stem Taheer, 
** Deep in whose darkly boding ear* 

* Tlu»<upenCition of a te^nfl teaiing (for I nerer met vhh d0W». 
tight 9ecoikl>Mg]it in the Eoit) fell oace imder my oim olwcwr aii on.-' 
Onmylhird journey to Cape Cokmnaeuly in 1S11« at ve passed tiuoiigfr 
Ube^efile that leads fitm the hmolet between Keratia and Coloima, I 
dnerved Dervish Tahim riding father ont of the path, and leaidi« hit 
Iwid upon his haiid, as if in painw— I rode up mkd inquired. * We are 
b peril,^ he ans^tefed* " Wliat peril ? we are not mm in Albania, nor 
^ the passes to Ephcsus, Messalonghi, or Leptnto ; there are plenty «f 
10% well armed, and the Choriates haf« not coaraKe to be thieyeii'W 
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** Tlie death-shot pealM of murder neaiv^ 
« As fil'd the ti-oop to where they fell ! 956 



* "nne, Aflbndi, but nerertlieleti the ihot ia anging ia 107 can.*— 
.** The ikot !-Hnt % tophftike hat been flnsd this monuni:.*^— ** I hcMr it 
Mtwilhiluidiiii^BoiB->BMn~M pbilkly m I hear your Tuee.**— 
** PriMU**— ^ At you pleue, AfTemli ; if it u writtiaH ao will it be."-I 
Wt this quick-eiuned predestinarian, and rode up to Buili, hi« Cbriadai* 
eompatfbt ; vhpie ean. thoiif h not at all prophetie, bgr no meam ivl- 
iahed the intelligenee«^We alt arrived at Colonna, remained some boon, 
and ratumed leisurely, nying a variety of brilliant things, in more lan- 
guages than spoiled the building of Babel, upon the mistaken seer. 
Bnmair, Arnfout, Turkish, Italian, and English, weiv all exerdsed, in 
▼arkms coneeiiSk upon the unfortunate Mussulnan. While vre were 
ooDtenplating the beautiful prospect, Dt-rvish was occupied about the 
eohunns.— I thought he was deranged intq an antiquarian, and asked 
him if he had beoome a *^ P^lao-pQ^r^ ipai) : ** No," said he, ** biic 
llMse pQlars wi}i be usefU in making a stand ;** and added other rt- 
maik^ which at least erhieed his own belief in his troublesome lacultf 
ef T^re-Aeortf^^— Ouour return to Athens, we heard from Leone (s 
prisoner set ashore soaoe days after) of the intended attack of the 
Sfainotes, mentioned, with the cause of its not taking place, in the 
Mtes toChilde Harold. Canto 3.~I was at some paiiu to question the man, 
and he deaerihed Uie dresses, arms, and marks of the hmraes of our pait> 
io accmeately, that with ether cwqumstanoes. w« could not doubt of lut 
haTiiqp been in ** TiUanuus epmpany," ainl ourselves in 1^ bad neighbor' 
hoQfl--^I>erv'i*h became a soqthsayec for lif^, an^ I dare say is now hear* 
ing more muaqoetry than ever will be fired, to the great refreshment of 
ihe Amaeuts of Bent, and his native nMiuntaina.<— I shall mention one 
trait more of this singular raoe.— lu Maieh 1811, a remarkable stout and 
petite Amaout came (X believe the fiftieth on the same errand,) to offtT 
himself as an attendant, which wusdi-^iiiMid ; ** \V<1I. Aft'endi, quoth he, 
**niay you live!— you would have fuuud me usefuL I shall leave (Ii« 
town for the hills t»-morrow, in the winter I icturn, perhaps yuii will 
then reoeife me.^^—Dervish, who was pit^sent, reumrketl a^ a ihiug of 
course, and of no consequence, ** in the mean tiiite he will join di^ 
KlepJkfees,!* (robbers ) which was true tu the ktter.— If not cut off, tlie^ 
^oie 4own iu tlie winter, and pass it unuiuk^tod in soum! town, vhtij^ 
they ut offiea as well known ai their expioi(,s. 
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^fife died too in tltt Uttk broil-* 

^ A time that heed* nor pain nor tCH^ 

** One cry to Mahomet for aid, 

^ One prayer.to Alia— ^U he made : 

^He knew and crota'd me in the fray— 

I i^'d upon him where he lay, 
<* And watch'd his ^irit ebb away ; 
** Though pierced like pard by hunters' ated» 
«*He felt not half that now I feel. 
** I searched, but vainly search'd to find» 1000 
** The workings of a wounded mind s 
** £ach feature of that sullen corse 
^Betray'd his rage, but no remorse. 
** Obj what had Vengeance given to trace 
** Despair upon hia dying &ce ! 
*' The late repentance of thttt houTj 
^When Penitence hath lost her power 
*' To tear one terror from Jthe grave^ 
^ And will not sooth, and cannot save ! : 



"The cold in clime are cold in blood, 1010 

" Tfieir love can scarce deserve the names 
'< But mine was like the lava flood 

« That boils in JEtna's breast of flame. 
^ I cannot prate in puling strain 
^ Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain ; 
** If changing cheek — and scorching veifl^^ 
^ Lips taught to writhe— but not complain— 
** If bursting heart, and .maddening braiut 
** And daring deed, and vengeful jitsel. 
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¥■ And all that I have felt— and Ibel-^ lOSO 

'* Betoken love— that love was inme» 

*' And shown by many a bitter sign. 

** 'Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 

*• I knew but to obtain or die. 

** "I die — ^but first I have possest, 

•* And come what may, I have been blest ; 

M Shall I the doom I sought upbraid ? 

*• No— reft of all — ^yet undismayed, 

'* But for the thought of Leila slain, 

** Give me the pleasure with the pain, 1030 

'* So would I live and love agsdn. 

" I grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 

*« For him who dies, but her who died ; 

** 3he sleeps beneath the wandering wave, 

** Ah ! had she but an eartlily g^ve, 

*' This brea}cing heart and throbbing head 

^ Should set]^ and share her narrow bed, 

" Yes, Love indeed is light from heaven— 

" A spark of that immortid fire 
•* With angels shar'd — by Alia given, tO40 

*• To liiTt from earth our low desire, 
•* Devotion wafts the mint^ above, 
*• But Heaven itself descends in love— 
** A feeding from the Godhead caught, 
** To wean from self each sordid thought— 

A ray of him who form*d the whole— 

A glory circling round the soul ! 
•* I grant my love imperfect — all 
** That mortals by the name miscailT-^ 
?* Then deem it evil — what thou wilt — 1050 
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•' But pfty, oh sfl}', Aer» was iwJt g^uilt ! 

*• She Was my life's unerring lig^ht-^- 

" Tiiat quench*d->what beam riiall break tif 

flight ? 
" Oh ! would it shone to lead me still, 
*' Although to death or deadliest ill V— 

Why marvel ye ? if they who lose 
This present joy, this future hope, 
No more with sorrow nleekly cope— 
•* In phrenzy then their fate accuse— 
** In madness do those fearful deeds 1060 

" Tliat seem to add but guilt to woe, 
" A his ! the breast that inly bleeds 

•• Hath nought to dread from outward blott^r- 
" Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 
** Carei little into what abvss.— 
** Fierce as the gloortiy Tulture*8 now 

•* To thee, old man, my deeds appear^— 
" I read abhoiTence on thy brow, 

" And this too was I bom to bear ! 
« TIs true, that, like that bird of prey, 1070 

" With havock have I marked my way— 
" Bat this was taught me by the dove-^ 
" To die — and kr.ow ho second love. 
*' This lesson yet hath man to leam 
" Taught by the thing he dares to spurn— 
•* The bird that sings within the brake, 
** The swan that swims upon the lake, 
*' One mate, and one alone, will take.— 
" And let \he fool still prone to range, 
*< And srccr on all who cannot clxange-^ lOfiP 
" P..rtake his jest with boastir^ boys. 
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** I envy not hit variML jof»-* 

*' But deem sueh feeble, heutless iii«a» 

** LeM thaa yon solitary avuh- 

^ Far— far beneath the shallow aiaid . 

'* He left belierag and betn/d. 

** Such shame at least was neirer muM^— 

** L^la-<«each thought was only thine ! — 

'* My gpood, my guUt, ray weal, my woe» 

^ My hope on high-Hooy all below. tM. 

** Earth holds no other like to thee, 

** Or if it dothy in vaift for me — 

** For worlds I dare not view the dame 

** Resembling thee, yet not the same. 

** The very crimes that mar my youth, 

« Tlus bed of death— attest my truth— 

** 'Tis all too late>— thou wast— thou art 

** The cherish'd madness of my heart ! 

'* In earlier days, and calmer hours, 

«' When heart with heart delights to blend, U0$ 
*• Where bloom my native valley's bowers*-* 

*' I had— Ah ! hAve I now ?— a friend !— 
*' To him this pledge I charge thee send-<» 

** Memorial of a youthful vow ; 
^ I would remind him of my end,— 

*< Though souls absorbed like mine allow 
** Brief thought to distant friendship's claim, 
** Yet dear to him my blighted name. 
** *Tis strange — ^he prophesied my doom, 

" And I have smil'd — (I then could smile—) 
** When Prudence would his voice assume, 

** And warn— I lieck'd not what — the while— 
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But mom raBODnbtaiiee wfakpot oW 
** Those ftcceats scarcely nuvkfd belbce. 
** Say— that hw boftingB came to pMi» 
** And htt wiOl start to hear their truths 
'* And wish his woids«had not been aooOkf 
•* Tell haP"«iinhaeding as I waih^ 
** Through many a busy bitter scene 
'< Of all our golden youth had bee»^ 112(^ 
^.In pain, my faultering tongue had tried 
" To bless his memory ere I died ; 
^ fiut heaven in wrath would turn away* 
'< If Guilt should fo the guiltless prai". 
** I do not ask him nat to bUun^^ 
** Too gentle he to wound my name i 
" And what have I to do with fame } 
'* I do not ask him not to moum> 
** Such cold request might. sound like scorn f 
** And what than friendship's manly tear 1130 
'* May better grace a brother's bier ? 
** But bear tiiis ring'-his own of Qld«-o 
*< And tell him— what thou dost behold ! 
** The wither'd frame, the ruin'd mind, 
*^ The wreck by passion left behind-*- 
" A shriveird scroll, a scatter'd lea^ 
" Sear'd by the autumn blast of grief ! 



" Tell me no more of fancy's gleam, » 

" No, father, no, 'twas not a dream ; 
*' Alas ! the dreamer first must sleep, 114<i^ 

" I only watch'dt and wk^'d to weep ; 
M 2. K 
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*' But could not, fat my burning broiir 
^' ThtobW to the Tery hem. as wm, 

I wishM biit ftr a single teaiv 
** As sotnething welcome, new, and deur; 
<< I wisb'd it then<^I wish it stiU, 
" Despair is stronger than my will. 
** Waste not thine orison— niespair 
*< Is mightier than thy pious prayer ; 
<* I would not, if I might, be blest, 1151 

** I want no paradise— but rest 
* »Twas then, I tell thee, father 1 thed • 
" I feaw hcp-^yes— she liVd agun ; 
^* And shining in her wMte symar,* 
*^ As through yon pale gray eloud— -the sta^ 
** Which ndw I gaze on, as on her 
" Who look'd and looks ftp lovelier i 
'• Dimly I view its trembling aparlc*-^ 
^* To-morrow's night shall b^ more dark— 
" And I— before its rays appear, ' HW 

•* That lifeless thing the living fear^ 
" I wander, father ! for my soul 
'* Is fleeting towards the iinal goal ; 
" I saw her, friar ! and I rose, 
** Forgetful of our former woes ; 
** And rushing from my eouch^ I dart^ 
** And clasp her to my desperate heart; 
" I clasp— what is it that I clasp } 
** No breathing form within ray grasp« 
^ No beai*t that beats reply to minei ilT^ 
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'"'Yet, Leila! yet the form is thine ! 

** And art thouy dearest^ changed eo nmch»' 

** As meet 107 eye, yet mock my touch ? 

** Ah ! were thy heanties e'er so cold, 

** I care not— so my anns enfold 

«< The all they ever wish'd to hold. 

" Alas ! snmnd a shadow prest, 

** They shrink upon my lonely breast ; 

'* Tet still— 'tis tiief^ift' silence stands* 

** And beckons witprlieseeching hands ! 118i 

^ With braided h«r, snd biight4ilack eye— 1 

** I knew 'twas fid oe s he eould not die i 

^ But he IS dead^-ndlhiif the dell 

^ I saw hiiD boned where ijie fell t 

^ fie comes not— for he eannot bi«ak 

^ From earth— 'Why then art thou awake i 

^ TThey told me» wild wayet roll'd above 

** The face I view, the form I love ; 

^ They told me-^twms a hideous tale ! 

** rd tell it— but my tongue wx>uld fiul— 119Q 

** If tme-^and from thine ocean-cave 

** Thou com'st to clum a calmer grave s 

* Oh ! pass thy dewy fingers o'er 

^ This brow, that thai will bum no more ; 

** Or place them on my hopeless heart — 

'* But, shape or shade !*-whate'er thou ar^ 

" ]h mercy, ne'er again depart — 

** Or ftrther with thee bear my soul, * 

*« Than winds can waft— or waters roll J— 
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** ConfeMor— to tby feeict ev, 
** I biefttlie the Mnrovs I benviil, 

*' And thank thee for the gtn^Miw toar 
** This glaxiai^ ^le could never ahed, 
*^ Then lay me vith the humbleat dead» 
** And aare the cxosa above my haad, 
^ Be neither name nor em)»lein laid 
** By jnying atranger to be vaadt 
^ «< Or stay the passing piigrina's tread."^ 

He fMas'drHEUv of hia name and race 1310 

Hath, left e token or a trace» 

Saye what the lather muet not say 

Who shriv'd him on his dying dayi 

This broken tale was all we knew 

Of i^ be lov'dt or him he slew. 

TI|e cizcumstanee to which the above atoiy nlatea 
was not very uncommon in Turkey. A few year»ago 
the wife of Mmchtar Pacha complained ti^ his fsitfaer of 
%is son's supposed infidelity ; he asked with ^iphomi 
and she had the barbarity to give a list of the twelve 
handsomest women in Tanina, They were aei^iody ias- 
tened up in sacks, and drowned in the Uke the same 
night ! One of the guarda who was present ifkfcemed 
me, that not one of the victims uttered a Qxy, or. show- 
ed a symptom of ^terror at so sadden a ** wreiwh from 
all we know, from all we love." The fate of Phrosiner 
the fairest of thb saerifice, is the subject of many a 
Bomaic and Amattt ditty. The story in the text is 
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told of A yotttg YcnelHii many ftm ago» and now 
nearly forgotten.*-! heard it by accident recited by 
one of the coffise-hoiiae story-t»Uers who abound in the 
Levant, and sii^ or recite their nairaliTe^»— The addi- 
tiona and inteipolationg by the transUtor will be ea-. 
nly distinguished from the rest by the ^^i^^^t of East- 
cm imagery ; and I regret that my memory has re- 
tained so few fragment^ of the original. 

For- the ccmtents of some of the notes | am indebted 
-^f^ortly to lyHerfaelot, and {lartly to that most eastern 
.and* as Mr. Webbtf justly entitles it, ^sublime tale, 
^ «' Caliph Vathe^" 1 do not know from what 
•otETce the author of that singular volume may have 
drawn his materials ; some of his incidents are to be 
feundinthe ** Bibliotheque Qrientale;** but for, cor- 
rectness of costume, beauty of description, and power 
c^ imagifiation, it far surpasses all Bufopean imita-^ 
tkms ; and bears such marics of originality, that those 
who have visited the East will find some difficulty in 
bdieying it to be more than a translation. As an 
Eastern tale, even Rasselas must bow before it ; his 
^' Bappiy VaUey*' will not bear a comparison with the 
<fHaUof£bli8.'* , 
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BRIDE OF ABYDOS< 



A TUKKISH TAUS. 



VmA fPB uBftt lofrU 10 Ictaidl^y 
Sad ive neTor lorM to Uindlf, 
Never met or nflnror pitedg 
▼c bad ncte teen hwiiBB httttHf 
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BRIDE OF ABTDOS. 
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CANTO t 

•.: I.- 

JjlNGW ye the Wd where the cypress snd myrtle 

Afe emhlemii of deeds that aie done in their cUm^ 
TVhere thersgeof the vulture— -the love of the turtl»»- 

kow melt liito Sorrov— nov madden to etnme f-^ 
Know ye land of the cedar and vine f 
Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever ihiw^ 
Where the light wings ofZefhyti oppfess'd with p9« 

fume, ' 
Wax faint o'er the gardens of 6d* in her bloom i 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit. 
And the voic^ Of th6 nightingale never ie Inute ; 10 
Where the tinta of the earth, and the hues of tine skf. 
In colour though varied, in beauty may Vie, 
And the purple of ocean is deepest in djie ; 
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'Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twiacy 
And ally sare Uie spirit of man, is divine — 
'Tis the clime of the east— 'tis the land of the Sunr- 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have done ?* 
Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' farewell 
Aj[t the hearts which they bear^ and the tales whidi 
tbeytelL 

Begirt with many a gallant slave, 20 

Apparell'd as becomes the brave, 

Awaitini^ each his lord's behest 

To guide his steps, or gnard his rest. 

Old Giaffir sate in his divan^ , 

Deep thought was in his aged eye ; 
- And though the face ofvMussulman 

Not oft betrays to standers by 
*tht mind within, well skill'd to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 
iiis pensive cheek and pondering brow * 3$ 
0id more than he was wont avow. 

nr. 

** XiCt the chamber be clear'd"— the train disappeared— 
''Now call me the chief of the Haram guard—' 

With GiafHr is none but his only son. 
And the )^ubian awaiting the sire's award. 

** fiaroun — ^when all the crowd that wait 
*• Arc pass'd beyond the outer gate. 
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» ** 80iilf BMde of fire, and diili^ of tlw Svo, 
With wtw ttwttut 11 Yktnst^ nuni*! 
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^ (Woe te tKe head whose eye beheld 
My child Zuleika's face unveil'd !) 
Hence, lead my daughter from her tower— 40 

** Her fate is fix'd this very hour; 

" Yet not to her repeat my thought— 

** By me alone be duty taught !*^ 

•* Pacha ! to hear is to obey.—** 
No more must slave to despot say — , , 
Then to the tower had ta*en his way« 
But here young Selim silence brake. 

First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 
And downcast look'd, and gently spake. 

Still standing at the Pacha's feet. — 50 

' For son of Moslem must expire. 
Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 
'< Father !-^-4br fear that thou should'st chid* 
** My sister, or her sable guide — 
" Know—- for the fault, if fault there be, 
" Was mine— -then fall thy frowns on me ! 
^ So lovelily the morning shone, 

'* That— let the old and weary sleep— 
** I could not ; and to view alone 

*' llie fidrest scenes of land and deep, 60 

'* With none to listen and reply 
*^ To thoughts with which my heart beat hi^ 
* Were irksome— 4br whate'er my mood, 
" In sooth I love not solitude : 
'^ I on Zuleika's slumber broke, 

" And, as thou knowest that for me 
' ^ Soon turns the haram'sgrating key, 
**Bdbre the goardUxn slaves awofeo 
Vol SL L 
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**Wc to the cypress groves had flown, 
•* And made earth, main, and heaven ouirown! TtV 
There lirger'd we, beguil'd too long^ 
-With Mejnoun's tale, or Sadi's song;* 
Till Ij who heard^ the deep tambourf 
Beat thy divan's approaching hour — 
*• To thee and to my duty true,. 
** Wam'd by the sound, to greet thee flew : 
•* But there ZUleika wanders yet — 
** Nay, fither, rage not — nor forget 
•• That none can pierce that secret bower 
**'But those who watoh the women's- tower." 8^ 

W. 

** Son of* a slave l*^— the Pacha, said— 

** From unbelieving toother bred, 

*" Vain were a father's hope to see 

*' Aught that beseems a man in thee. 

** Thou, when thine arm should bend the bow,' 
*' And hurl the dart, and curb the steed^ - 
** Thou Gi«ek. in soul, if not in creed, ^ 

•* Must pore where babbling waters flow^ 

*' And watch unfoli£ng roses blow. 

<< WoiUd that yon orb, whose matin glow 9t^ 

<< Thy lisUess eyes so much admure, 

<« Would lend thee something of his fire ! 

<< Thou, who wouldst see this battlement 

« By Christian cannon piecemeal rent— 



•lfi3nounattdX4»la, ibelUMiieoaiidlttliekaf tteBut* fiadi,lk» 
moral poet of Penia* 

f Tambour, TarWih dram, vbiek Mundaat noiiae^ nggo, ud tmr 



Ill 



x« 



Na3% tamely view old Stambol's wA 
'•• Before the dogs of Moscow fall— 
** Nor strike one stroke for life and deaUi 
*' Against the curs of Kazareth ! 
^' Go— let thy less that woman's hand 
** Assume the distal—- not the brand- IQD 

^' But Haroun ! — ^to my daughter speed-* 
** And hark — of thine owii head take heed-^ 
** If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 
** Thou secst yon bow— it hath a string !•• * 

-V. 

yio sound from- $elim's lip was heard* . 

At least that met old t^iaifiir's ear. 
But every frown and every word 
Pierc'd keener than a Christian sword--* 

'* Son of a alave ! — ^reproach'd #itb fear*-^ 

** Those gibes had <20st another dear. 110 

^* Soa of a slave !--i«id loho my sire ?" 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career 
And glances even of more than ire 

Flash forth-7>then faintly disappear. 
.Old Giaffir gazM upon his son 

And started^for within his eye 
,He read how much his wrath had done, * 

He saw rebellion there begun — ' 

** Come hither, boy — ^what» no reptyf 
'** I n^ark thee — and I know thee too 4 . %20 

'^* But there be deeds thou 4a2^8t not do : 
*" But if thy beard had manlier length, 
'<f J^j£thy han4 }^s4 9kili and strengtlj. 
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*' Vd joy to see thee breftk » lance, 
*" Albeit against my own perchance.^ 

As flneeringly these accents fell. 
On Selim's eye he fiercely gaz'd—- 

That eye retoni'd him glance for glance. 
And proudly to his sire's was rais'd. 

Till Giaffir's quadl'd and shrunk askance— 1^ 
And why— he felt, but durst not teU- — 
** Much I misdoubt this wayward boy 
** Will one day work me more annoy^-^ 
** I never lov'd him from his birth, 
*^ And — ^but his arm is Uttle worth, 
" And scarcely in the chase could cope 
•• With timid fawn or antelope, 
«* Far less would venture into strife 
** Where man contends for fame and life— 
■* I would not trust that look or tone — 140 

*' No — ^nor the blood so near my own — 
♦* That blood — ^he hath not heard--no more — 
•* Fll watch him closer than before—? "^ 

•* He is an Arabf to my sight, 
•* Or Christian crouching in the figpht — 
«« But hark ! — I hear Zuleika's voice, 

•* Like flouri's hymn it meets mine ear f 
*^ She is t}ke offspring of my choice — 

** Oh'!* more than even her mother dear, 
** With all to hope, and nought to fear, )5Q 

f * My Peri \ ever welcome here ! 



t The Turks abhor the Arabi (whoretum tbe eompUncnt a 
^M Aid) eren move than they hate Uie Chriitiaiit. 



^ Sweet, as tbe de8ert4buiiUm> WKvt 
*« To lips just cool'd in time to save— 

*' Such to my longing sight art thou ; 
*« Nor can they waft to Mecca's shrine 
*' More thanks for life, than I for thine 
^ Who blest thy hirth, and bless thee ttow.' 



f air— a^ the first that fell of woman Idnd — 

When on that dread yet lovely serpent smilingi 
Whose image then was stamp'd upon her mind— 160 

But once beguil'd — and evermore beguiling ; 
Dazzling* — ^as that, oh ! too transcendent vision 

To Sorrow's phantom-peopled slumber given. 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 

And paints the lost on earth reviv'd in heaven—* 
Soft — as the memory of buried love — 
Pure — as the prayer which childhood wafts above** 
Was she — ^the daughter of that rude old chief^ 
Who met the.midd *with clears — but not of grief. 



Who hath not prov'd— ^how feebly words essay 170 
To fix one spavk of Beauty's heavenly ray ? 
Who doth not feel — ^until his failing sight 
j^aints into dimness with its own delight-^ 
His chan^ng cheek — ^his sinking heart confess 
The might — ^the majesty of loveliness ? 
.Such was Zuleika — such around her shone 
The nameless charms unmsirk'd |b|y her alon&-<* 

h2 
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The light of love — the purity of grace — 
The mindr-the music breathing from her face !* 
The heart whose softness harmoniz'd the whole—-. IM^ 
And, oh ! t|iat eye was in itself a soul ! 
Her graceful arms in meekness bending 

Across her gently-budding breast — 
At one kind word tho^e arms extending 

To clasp tlie neck of him who 6lest 

His child caressing and carest^^ 

2uleika came — and Giaffir felt 

His purpose half within him melt ; 

Not that against her fancied weal 

His heart though stem could ever feel — 190 

Affection chain'd her to that heart — 

Ambition tore the links apart. 

vn. 

<• Zuleika — child of gentleness ! 

" How dear — this very day must tell, 

* Thif esprmsion has met witb objeodona. I will not refer ta " Him 
1vIm> hath not minic in hi< aoul,'* but merely request the reader to ic* 
ooUeet, for ten leeoDda, the featnret of the woman whom be befierei 
to be (be most btfautUul ; and if he then does not comprehend faliy 
What is feebly expressed in the above line, I shall be sorry for us botk. 
For an eloquent pas^ige in the latest work of the ftrst female writer iof 
thi^ perhaps, of any age, on the anatog^ (and the immediate eomjiii* 
•on excited by tliat analogy) between ** painting and music,** see toL Hi* 
cap. 10. De L'AUemagne. And is not this connection stronger with Ae 
original than the copy ? With the colouring of Nature than of Art ? Af 
terall, this is rather to be felt than described ; still I think there iie 
tome who will understand it, at least they would haTe done had ihey 
beheld the countenance whose speakinfr harmony suggested the idet ; 
for this pass^ is not drawn firam imagination, but memory, that nfr' 
for which affliction dashes to the earthy and lo(rfung down vpoa ll^ 
fngoMMs^ only bdhohb the reAeetian muHiplkd ! 
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•• l^en I forget my own distress 

'* In losing what I love so well 

" To bid thee with another dwell, 
** Another — ^and a braver man 

" Was never^seen in battle's van. 
*• We Moslem reck, not much of blood— 200 

** But ye% the line of Carasman* 
*' Unchanp^d — unchangeable hath stood, 
^ First of the bold Timariot bands 
i* That won and well can keep their lands. 
^ £nough*->that he who comes to woo 
** Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou — 
*' His years need scarce a thought employ— 
?* 1 would not have thee wed a boy — 
** And thou shalt have a noble dower s 
*« And his and my umted power ; 210 

** Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 
*• Which others tremble but to scan — 
«» And teach the messengerf what ftte 



^CanuuMii 0|^, or Kan Osman Ogloti, it the pancip«I faundhoMer 
IB TwAey ; he gorerni Magnesia ; thoie, who by a kind of feudal te»> 
^re, poise«s hind on condition of leniee, are ealled Tfraariots: Aey 
lenre as Spahis, according to the extent of teintacy, and hrisf a cer- 
tain number into the field, generally cavahry. 

t When a Pacha is soffieientty strong %o redstt the single messenger, 
who is always the first bearer of the order for his death, is strangled in* 
Mead, and somptimCT five w she, one after the otho'* on the sanM er- 
land, by command of the refira^ory patiept ; if, on the eontnury, he ic 
weak or loyal, he bows, kis«s the Sultanas ipespectable signature, and ia 
hewBtrang with great complacency. In 1810, sereral of these presoits 
were exhibited in the niche of the Seraglio ga^ ; anjopg others, the 
head of the Pacha of Bagdat, a brave young man, cut off by treachery, 
ftfter a detente renstaiioe* 



** The 1>earer of auch boon may wmk. 

** And now thou know'st thy father's will--^ 

'* All that thy sex hktb need to know—- 
** 'Twas mine to teach obedience still, 

" The way to lore tby lord may show.** 

VHI. 

Ip silence bow^d the virgin's head— 

And if her eye was fill'd with tears 2^ 

That stifled feelinj^ dare not shed. 
And changed her cheek from pale to red. 

And red to pale, as through he^ ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped — 

What could such be but maiden fears i 
Bo bright the tear in Beauty's eye 
Jjofve half regrets to kiss it dry — 
iSk> sweet the blush of Bashfulness, 
Even pity scai^ can wish it less ! 

Whatever it was, the sire forgot — 33d 

Or if remember'd, mark'd it not — 

Thrice chq>p'd his hands, and call'd his steed^* 

Eesign'd his gem«adom'd Chibouquejf 

And mounting fi^tly for the mead. 

With lilangrabeet-**and Mamalidce-* 



•*Cbppiii|;.afdbeha»iitt]]ttlwMKVBDCi. TkeTUktlMieai 
HoMii eipendltnie of voin^ anA thef haviB no belli. 

t Chibouque, die Tuikuh pipe of idiidi the ambearinoiilbfieee^aitf 
*floiiietiiiiet tbe <^n wkidi <* w»f ninT die les£ ii •h«—m<a < 
stooefi if in pottenioii of tbe wothbier mden* 

.1 Btoogiabee* Mooiiih BMct^^vnefc 
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His wny amid his Delis took,* 

To witness many an active deed 

With sabie keen-^or blunt jereed^ 

The Kislar only and his Moors 

Watch well the Haram's massy doors. 240 

IX. 

His head was leant upon his hand. 

His eye look'd o'er the dark-blue wmter« 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between the winding Dardanelles ; 
But yet he saw nor sea nor sfHnd, 
Kor even his Pacha's turban'd band 

Mixt in the game of mimic slaughter; 
Careering cleave the folded feltf 
With sabre strt^e right sharply dealt— 
Kor mark'd the javelin-darting crowd 250 

Nor heard their OUahs^ wild amd loud-~ 
He thought but of old Giaffir's daughter. 

X. 

Ko word from Selim's bosom broke-— « 

One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke-— 

*Deli, bmvaitilM»li)inUwlWomhopeorifewnl9,i|iial«a|« 
JtagintheactMHEb 

t A twisted fdU of/eft u mad for wimitar pncciee by tlie Tviki, and 
few Iwt HvMaliMMi uiM am eat tinooi^ ic at • liagle itrolae : lome- 
linMs a toagfa tnrtMui m med fx the WBe^nrpote* lltt jtnuid it a 
jpiae of bluDt javdini, animatw! and gnoeflal. 

t^'OUaiu,*' AUail AUih, tte « LeUiet," af the SpraUi poec« caU 
f)iem. the sound is OHah ; a cry of which the Tuifcs, fi»r a ribaft pei^ie, 
tK somewhat profase, particuUriy during the jeraad, or ia the ^base, 
btttiBotdy in faattfe. Their animation in the fieU, and gvaWty in the 
iftpnabcri witf^thiSr pipes and nomhnlninajftnn aa i 
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£tiU gu^d he through the l^t^ce grat^ 
Pale— mute— «iid mournfully sedate. — 
To him Zu^eUu'a eye was tum'd. 
But little from his aspect leam'd ; 
Equal her grief-<-yet not the samc^ 
Her heart confess'd a gentler flame — 260 

But yet that heart alarm'd or weak, 
She knew not why, forbade to speak- 
Yet speak she inust— l^ut when essay-— 
^ How strange he thus should turn away ! 
^ Not thus we e'er before have met, 
** Not thus sl^iU be our parting yet.^ — 
Thrice paip'd she slowly through the room, 
And watch'd his eye— it still was flz'd—- 
She snatch'd the um wherein was mix'd 
The Persian Atar-gul's* perfume, 27Q 

And spnnkled all its odours o'er 
The pictured rooff and marble floor— 
The dfops, that through his glittering ves^ 
The playful girl's appeal addrest. 
Unheeded o'er his bo^om flew. 
As if that breast were marble too-* 
^< What, sullen yet? it must not be — 
'< Oh ! gentle Selhn, this fiom thee !" 
She saw in eurioqs order set 
The fairest flowers of Eastern land— 3lt 



*At»r«ttl,(^tarofrMes. Tbe Persian is the fineit. 

t The eeiUni^ Mid wainieoi^ cf nutlief walls, of the lia^ulman tptft- 
menu are generally {tainted, in gr^ houses, with one eternal aiidlng^ 
ly coloured view <tf Constantinople, wherein the prineipal Ibitoie n * 
Ikohle contempt of perspective ; below, arms, sctmitari, ^e. are in |ip> 
^ fipieiltally andiMKiii^BganUy 4isposeiU 
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^de lovM them once— imy tottdi tbem yvty ' 
«If offered by Zuleika*s hand.** 
the childish thought was hardly bre«lh'd 
Before the rose was pluek'd and wreath'd^-' 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her &iry form at Selim's feet — 
•* This rose to calm my brother's cares 
*' A message from the Bulbul* bears ; 
** It says to-night he ^nll proloi^ 
For Selim's ear his sweetest song^— 290 

And though liis note Is somewhat sad. 
Hell try for once a strain more glsd» 
** IV ith some faint hope his dter'd lay 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 






€€ 



XI. 

•* "What— not receive my foolish fldwisr ?— 

**iray then 1' am indeed unblest : 

^ On me can thus thy forehead loWttrf 

•* And know'st thou not who loves thee best 1 

**Oh, Selim dear !•— Oh, more than dearest! 

*' Say, ii it I thou hat'st or fearest ? 300 

•• Come, lay thy head upon my breast^ 

** And I will kiss thee into rest^ 

** Since words of mine — ^and songs must fkil, 

*• Even from my fabled nightingfale. - 

** I knew our sire at times was stem. 



* It Ua been mveh dooliled iHKClier tito BOin of tlji « lAVtt of tiM 
"^nm?* we ttd or .metTy ; and Miw FoK*f KmariKren die ralyeet have 
ptuvelced aome leuiied cootroveriyuto the opiDioaaefite aaeientieo 
<Im tulgect. I dare not rentare a conjeoture on the point, thoui^ » j 



1^ indued te tlK « errue ttaUein,>* Ste. IT Mr. ite 



** But thU from thee had yet to leBni-«« 

" To6 well I know he loves thee not, 

« But U Zuleika's love forgot ? 

« Ah ! deem I right P the I*acha'8 plan— 

'* This kinsman bey of Carasman 310 

'* Perhaps may pro^e some foe of thine— 

** If so'-i-l swear by Mecca's shrine, 

'* If shrines, that ne'er approach allow 

*' To woman's step, admit her vow— 

** Without thy free consent, command— 

'* The Saltan should not have my hand ! 

'* Think'st thou that I could bear to part 

" With thee— and learn to halve my heart ? . 

" Ah ! were I sever'd from thy side ? 

*' Where were thy friend— and who my g^de ? 390 

" Years have not seen— Time shall not see 

** The hour that tears my soul f^rom the&— 

'* Even Azrael* from his deadly quiver 

« When flies that shaft— and fly it must— 
^ That parts all else— shall doom for ever 

" Our hearts to ^mdivided dust I'* 

xn. 

He liv'd— he breath'd— ^ mov'd— he felt- 
He rais'd the maid from where she knelt— 
His trance was gone — his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt— 390 
With thoughts that bum— in rays that melt^ 
As the stream late concealed 
By the fringe of its willows— 

♦ i^^t ntff i^ sT'gp' ftf ifcathi J 
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When it rushes revealed 
In the light of its billows^— 

As the bolt bursts on high 
From the black cloud that bound it— 

Flash'd the soul of that eye 
Thrdugh the long lashes round it. 
A warhorse at the trumpet's sound» 340 

A 1km rous'd by heedless hound ; 
A tyrant wak'd to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife. 
Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he, virho heard that vow, displa/d. 
And all, before r^ress'd, betray'd. 
** Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 
** With life to keep, and scarce with life resign ;— 
*^ Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 
** Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. 350 
*' Tes, fondly, wisely hast thou done, 
** That vow hath sav'd more heads than one :— • 
^* But blench not thou— -thy simplest tress 
** Claims more from me than tenderness : 
** 1 would not wrong the slenderest hair 
** That clusters round thy forehead fair, 
*' For all the treasures buried far 
« Within the caves of •Istakar.* 
** This morning clouds upon me lowered ; 
^ Beproaches oa-my head were showered ; 360 
** And Giaffir almost call'd me coward ! 
" Now I have motive to be brave, 

* The treasures of the Preadamite Sultans. See DVeibelot, anisia 

td. 2. M 
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* Hie son of his neglected sUve : 

*' Nay, start not— 'twas the term he gave— 

*' May show, though little apt to Taunt, 

*' A heart his words not deeds can daunt 

" ffU son, indeed 1 — yet, thanks to thee, 

** Perchance I am, at least shall be ; 

** But let our plighted secret vow 

** Be only known to us as now. 370 

** I know the wretch who dares demand 

*' From Giaffir thy reluctant hand ; 

** More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul 

** Holds not a Musselim's* control : 

** Was he not bred in Egripo ?f 

** A viler race let Israel show ! 

<' But let that pass— to none be told 

« Our oath — ^the rest shall time unfold ; 

<* To me and mine leave Osman Bey, 

*' I've partizans for peril's day : 389 

*' Think not I am what I appear, 

** I've arms, and friends, and ven^ance Bear." 

xin. 

*' Think not thou art what thou appearest! 

** My Selim, thou art sadly chang'd ; 
** This mom I saw thee gentlest, dearest. 
But now thou'rt fhun thyself estrang'd. 



M 



* MoMeliiii, A govenor, the noct in lank after a Fadia; « Wajinlt 
if tke ddrd } and then eome the Agai. 

t Sc;rifo— the Negropoot. Aeeoiding to the prarerii^ the Taikf if 
S^cifo, the Jevs of Selooieft, and the Gitcla of Athen% ar» the wst 
•f their ntspective nwet* 
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** Mj love tfaou surely knew*8t before* 

** It ne'er was l^ss nor can be more. 

** To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

** And hate the night I know not why, 399 

*^Save that we meet not but by day — 

" With thee to live with thee to die, 

'** I dare not to my hope deny : 
^' Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to kisa, 
^ Like this-— and this — no more than this, 
*<For, AUa! sure thy lips are flame, 

*' What fever in thy veins is flushing f 
^ My own hath nearly caught the same, 

** At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 
" To sooth thy sickness, watch thy health* 4(A) 
" Partake, but never waste thy wealth, 
*' Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by. 

And lighten half thy poverty ; 

Do all but close thy dying eye, 
•* For that I could not live to try ; 
** To these alone vy thoughts aspire-^ 
** More can I do ? or thou require ? 
** But, Seliro, thou must answer why 
** We need so much of mystery ? 
** The cause I cannot dream nor tell, 410 

^ ** But be it, since thou say*st *tis well ; 
** Tet what thou mean'st by * arms' and * friends,* 
•• Beyond my weaker sense extends— 
*^ I meant that Giaflir should have heftrd 

** The very vow I plighted thee j 
*• His wrath would not revoke my word— 

«• But surely he would leave me free ( 

^ Can thb folkd wish seem strange kk mt 
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•' To be what I have ever been ? 

*< What other hath Zuleika seen ' 439 

" From simple childhood's earliest hour ? 

" What other can she seek to see 
** Than thee, companion of her bower, 

** The partner of her infancy ? 

These cherish'd. thoughts with life begun. 
Say, why must I no more avow ? 

What change is wrought to make me shun 
The truth — ^my pride — and thine till now f 
**To meet the gaze of strangers' eyes 
** Our law, our creed, our God denies ; . 430 

" Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
«* At such, our Prophet's will, repine : 
•* No — ^happier made by that decree, 
*' He left me all in leaving thee 
*' Deep were my anguish, thus compeU'd 
** To wed with one I ne'er beheld — 
** This— wherefore should I not reveal ? 
*• Why wilt thou urge me to conceal ? 
" I know the Pacha's haughty mood 
** To thee hath never boded good ; 440 

*' And he so often storms at nought, 
« Allah ! forbid that e'er he ought ! 

And why I know not, but within 

My heart concealment weighs like sin. 
•* If then such secrecy be crime, 

'' And such it feels while lurking here ; 
'• Oh, Selim ! tell me yet in time, 

*' Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 
•* Ah ! yonder see the Tchocadar,* 

* " T8loadii"''-«nB nf thf ■ttn^ilMlti iriw MWMteaiMaif tn 
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** My &ther leaves the mimic war ; 459 

•• I tremble now to meet his eye— 

** Say, Selim, can'st thou tell me why ?•• 

XIV. 

•* Ziileika— to thy tower^s retreat 

f* Betake thee — Giaffir I can greet ; ^ 

^ And now with him I fain must prate 

*' Of firmans, imposts, levies, state; 

f^ There's fearful news from Danube's banks ; 

" Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, 

5< For which the Giaour may give him thanki ; 

f* Our Sultan hath a shorter way 460 

** Such costly triumph to repay. 

'* But, mark me, when the twilight dram 
** Hath wam'd the troops to food and sleep, 

** Unto thy cell will Selim come : 
** Then softly from the Haram creep 
-** Where we may^ wander by the deep^ 
<' Oar garden-battlements are steep : 

** Nor these will rash intruded climb 

** To list our words, or stint our time ; 

«« And if he doth— I want not steel 470 

^ Which some have felt, and more may feel. 

" Then shalt thou leari^ of Selim more 

*< Than thou hast heard or thought before ; 

^ Trust me, Zuleika — ^fear not me ! 

" Thou know'st 1 hold a Haram key.** 

*• Fear thee, my Selim ! ne'er till now 
^ Od word like this—" 

M 2 
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<< Delay not tium ; • 
^ I keep tbe key— and Haroun's guard 
" Have ♦wne, and hope, of more reward. 4(| 

*< To nighty Zuleika, thou shalt hear 
«« My tale, my purpose, and my fear-* 
<* I am not, love ! what I appear.' 
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BRIDE OF ABYBOS; 

CANTO n. . 

I. 

X HE windi aie hij^ on Hellers ware^ 
. - As on that night of stonny water 
Wh»i Lcnn&-*who sent— forgot to save 
The young, the beautiful, the bniTe, ;_ -. 

The lonely hope of Sestos' daughter. 
Oh ! when alcme along the sky 
Her turret>torch was blazing^higfa. 
Though risbg gale, and bresking foam^ 
And shrieking sea-birds wam'd him home ; 
And dottds aloft, and tides below, 16 

With signs and sounds forbade to go. 
Re could not see, he would not hear. 
Or sound or sign foreboding foari 
His eye but saw that light of We, 
The only staR it hail'd above ; 
His ear but rang with Hero's song, 
^ Ye waves divide not lovers long !'* 



ISO 

That talc is old, but love anew 

May nerve young hearts to prove as ttxie» 

n. 

The winds are high-nrnd Helle's tide 30 

^ Rolls darkly heaving to the main ; 
And Night's descending shadows hide 

That field with Mood bedew*d in vahr; 
The desert of old Priam's pride— 

The tombs— «ole relics^ of his reigo:— 
All, save immortal dreams that could begvile 
The blind old man of Scio's rocky isle ! 

in. 

Oh ! yet«^for there my steps have been, 

Thesie feet have press'd the sacred sboie/ 
These limbs tfattt baoyarit wave btadi b a it^ 30 
Minstrd ! with thee to rnvse; te menwit^ 

To trace again- thone fiel^ aS fon-i^ 
Believing every hilioek ^tcea 

Contains no fabled hefo's ariie^— 
And that around the undoubted scepe 

Thine own " broad HtOledpom''* still dtthtft- 

^ThewnuigliiigateQK tidi epidHC, **iha Iwai fMlkifatt^ srikt 
" bmindlets HelleqiKiDt,*' vtetber it newu one or the other, or what il 
meant at aU, has been beyond all ponibility of detail. I haTe ef^ 
heard it diapated on the spot; aiAd not Aireteeing^ a speedy condniw a 
to the controversy, amlued myielf widi iaftimmii^ anroM it in the meM 
time, and probably may atfaioi hefiurt Ae poiiit i« aettled. Indeed, ths 
^aestion at to the truth of '^ the taleof Troy diTiae** atitl eontinnei^ 
much of it rettinif npon the talismanic word ** dmtpoc : prabaUy Ho* 
aaer had the tame notion of digtanoe that a coquette baa of time, a|rf 
when he talki of boundlew, means halTa mik ; at the fartter, hy a hhs 
llcare, when the Miyi eternal atiaefaflHM, aimply^peeilletthive^ 
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Be laag my k»t— ^wd fold iviere Pie 
Who there could gaze deajrini^ tj^ee i 

nr. 

The night hath closM on Helle'a stieftii^ 

Nor yet haih risen oa ida'e hUl 40 

That moon, which i^one on ]|it higfh t hci B» 
No ^prarrior chides her peteeful heun, 

But conteaous afaepheids blets it still. 
Their flodu are gvasinf^ on the mound 

Of him who itU the Dardan*s arrow ;— 
That mighty heap of gathered ground 
Which Amnion's* son ran proudly round. 
By nations rais'd, by monarchs crown'd. 

Is now a lone and nsBwless barrow ! 

Within-— thy dwettin|^<^laee how narrow ! 50 
Withoul— can only str ipg e rs breathe 
The aaae of him that was foeneaA. 
Dust long^ outiasts the stoned ston^— 
But thou— thy very dust is gone ! 

V. 
Late, late to nig'ht will Dian cheer 
The swain, and chase the boatman's fear; 
Till then — ^no beacon on the cliff 
^. May shape the course of struggling skiff: 

9 B«lbr» bi* Bcnian laTiuaon, and crovned the altar with lauisl, 9fc, 
tie was aflerwartk imitated by Caracalla in bit tace. It b bdieved tlwl 
the list also poiscMied a Iriend, Darned Feytus, for the jake of new Pstro* 
e^ ganes* I have seen the sheep feeding on tlie tomlM of ^fiaiet^f 
ud Aatilochns ; the first is in the centre 9i the ^lain. 






13S 

The scattei^d lights that iridtt tbe baf. 

All, one bf one, have died away ; 59 

The only lamp of this lone hour 

Is glimiAering in Zuldlca's tower. 

Tes, there is ligiit in that lone ciiairiber. 

And o'er her nBcen Ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber. 

O'er which her harf fingers tan ;* 
Nesr these, with emerald rays beset. 
How could she thus that gem forget ? 
Her mother's sainted amulet,f 
Whereon engray'd the Koorsee text, 70 

Could smooth this life, and win the iiext ; 
And by her Comboloiot lies 
A Koran of Olumin'd dies ; 
And many a bright emblazoned thyme 
By Persian scribes redeemM from time ; 
And o*^ those scrolls, not oft so mute, 
Beclines her now neglected kite ; 



* Wken nibbai, the amber is mioepciUe of a peffome^ wtich » 
alil^t bat dbagieeable. 

t The belief in amolets engiaveA «■ geaoM, or oneUwed ia fMhnpt, 
oontaiiiing lenps ftom the K<naD, worn round the neck, writ^ oran^ 
i« ftill muYenal in the Eait. .'Hie Koonee fthrone} went in the miy 
ood cap. of the Koran deacribet the attribntes of the Bfoit High, aad u 
Migiaf e d in this nMumer, and irom by the piow^ as the most esteenei 
and snbiime of all senteneet* 

I " Cofthploio^— a Trnkish rosary. The MSS. pardeularly those of 
Ae Penians, are ricbly adorned and illnininated. The Greek females 
ate kept in ntter ignonnee ; but many of the Turkish girls are bigblf 
aeeomplished, Aough not aetoally qualified Ibr a christian coterie ; 
perhaps soma of our own ^'M^f^miglkt not be the wone for <»bacfti^r> 
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And rovMd bcr kMp of frcflted geld 

*■ Bloom flowen in uhm of Ciunaft nMQld} 

The richest woric of Imi'tlooiB^ IK> 

And Sheeraz' tribute of perfiuDe i 
AU that c«n eye or sense delight 

Are gath^d ia that gorgeous rooafr— 

But yet it hath an air of gkxmi^— > 
She» oi tto Peri cell^he sjaiter 
What doth she hence, and on so rude a night ? 

VI. 

Wrapt in the darkest sable vest. 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear» 
To guard from winds of heaven the breast 

As heaven itself to Selim dear ; 90 

With cautious steps the thicket threading. 

And ataruig oft, as through the glade 

The gust its hollow moanings made. 
Till on the smoother pathway treading, 
Hore free her timid bosom beat. 

The maid pursued her silent guide ; 
And though her terrorurg^d retreat. 

How could she quit her Selim's side ? 

Uow teadh her tender lips to chide ? 

vn. 

They reach'd at length a grotto, hewn 10(]^ 

By nature, but enlarged by art. 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune. 

And oft her Koran conn'd apart ; 
And oft in youthful reverie 
She dreamed what Pmdise migiiit be— 
VoL 2. N 
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Wheie vdlMn't iwtdL awL Blttil |p» 

Her Pnptet hid disdaia'd to atvnri 

But Selim's mantfUm wns seciMn^ 

Kor deem'd she, could he IcHig eodttae 

His bower in other worlds of blis^ HO 

Without her BMMt beioy'd in this ! 

Oh ! who so desr with him could dwell I 

What Houri sooth him bidf so well f 

vm. 

Since last she visited the spot 
Some change seem'd wrought within the grot : 
It might be only that the night 
Disguised things seen by better light- 
That brazen lamp but dimly threw 
A ray of no celestial hue ; 
But in a nook within the cell 130 

Her eye on stranger objects fell. 
There arms were pil'd, not such as wield 
The turban'd Delis in the field ; 
But brands of foreign blade and hilt. 
And one was red — perchance with g^uilt— 
Ah ! how without can blood be spilt ? 
A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to hold sherbet. 
What may this mean — she tum'd to see ^ 
Her Selim— " Oh ! can this be he ?" 13§ 

IX. 

His robe of pride was thrown asid^ 
His brow no lu^-orown'd tiurbfta bor^ 
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I 

But in its «t€fld ft tlnwl of k4» 

Wreath'd %htly round, kit tenplct wove :— 
Thftt daggetf Ml who9e hilt a gtm 
Were worthy of a diadem. 
No longer ^titter'd at hit waitt. 
Where pistols Qnadom'd were braced. 
And from his belt a 8al»« twung*. 
And ilpom his shoulder loosely hnng 140 

The cloai: of white — the thine capote 
That decks the wandering Candiotev 
Beneath — his golden plated vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breastr— 
The greaves below his koee that wound 
With silvery scales wert shesltk'd and bound. 
But were it not that high oomtAand 
Spake in his eye-— and tone and hand-- 
All that a careless eye could see 
In him W2«s some young Galiong^e.* 150 

X. 

** I sfdd I was not what I aeem?d— 
** And now thou seest my Words were true ; 

** I have a tale thou hast not dream'd, 
** If sooth-'<its truth must othera ruew 



* ■Oalioiigee>*'-or Galkmgi, a lailor, that is, a Turkith uSknr ; tHe 
Greeks oavigBte^ the Turlu moifc the fimia. Their dicw it pietar- 
ciiBM^ ; and I have leeo the Ca,fifa» Beqpie mvvp thta ooe^ ^Seaiins it 
aialdiid of inc^, Tlieir tef^ hoveror. aie seneially wiked. The 
hetldiis deseribed in the text at sheathed behind with silver, ax« thoie 
of an Amant robber, who was my host (he had quitted the profetsioo,) 
tthisPjiJSo, nearOaitoiisiiatfeelfttea; they weiefliteAia nsIu 
«ae syer the athtt^ Uka die haek of as auMdiUa. 
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** My fttofyiiov Hwieie vaai to bide, 

** I iwist not Me thee Osman's hride : 

^ But had not thine own Iqw declared 

** Ho|r much of that jEOun^^ heart I sibu^d, 

** I could not, must not, yet hare shown 

•• The dariter secret of my own.— 160 

" Id this I speak not now of love — 

^ That— let time> t^uth, and peril prove ; 

*' But first — Oh ! never wed anotheiv*- 

** Zukika! I am not thy brother !'* 

. • XI. 

** Oh ! not my brother !— yet unsay— 

" Ciod 1 am I left alone on earth :— 
** To mourn— I dare not curse^--the day 

*' That saw my solitary birth ! 
« Oh ! thou wilt love me now no more ! 

«* My sinking heart foreboded ill ; ITO 

** But know ifie all I was before, 

** Thy sistetw-friend— Zuleika sUH. 
** Thou led'st me here perchance to kill ; 

** If thou hast cause for vengeance— See ! 
«My breast is ofFer'd— take thy fill ! 
" Far better with the dead to be 
** Than live thus nothing now to thee— 
*' Perhaps far worse — for now I know 
** Why Giaffir always seemed thy foe ; 
<' And I, alas ! am Giaffir's chUd, 180 

** For whom thou wert contemn'd — ^revil'd— 
** If not thy sister— would'st thou save 
^* My life— Oh ! bid me be thy slave ! 



i3ir 



XBf. 

*♦ My slave, Zuleika ! — ^nay, I*m thine : 

" But, gentle love, this transport calfti, 
'* Thy lot shall yet be link'd with mine ; 
" I swear it by our prophet's shrine, 

** And be that thought thy sorrow's balm. 
•• So may the Koran* verse display*d 
** Upon its steel direct my blade> 190 

'* In dang^s hour to ^ard us both, 
'* As I preserve that awful oath 1 
^ The name in which thy heart hath prldM 

** Must change — ^but, my Zuleika, know, 
•* That tie b widen'd — ^not divided-- 

** Although thy Sire's my deacHiest foe. 
*« My father was to Giaflir all 

** That Selim late was deem'd to thee i 
" That brother wrought a brother's fidl, 

*• But spar'd — ^at least, my infency— 
*• And lull'd me with a vain deceit 
" That yet a like return may meet. 



* The diacMtcn OD aU Toridih adinitan oontaib fonietinief Ae iMD^ 
of tbe plaee of their numufactare, bat iQore generally a text ftom ^ft 
Korui, in letters of gokL Amongst those in mjrposaesgioiii* one wftft 
ahlade of singular oonstnietion ; it is rary broad, and the edge notehdl 
■No serpentine canres like the ripple of water, or the waverini^of ftuneL 
1 asked the Armenian who sold it, what possible use such a figoie eonl^ 
idd: be said,in Italian, that he did not know ; but theMassnlmans had aa 
ifca that those of this form gave a sererer woqnd : and Bked it beeansn 
itWM'plufeiMe.* I did Bocnpeh admire the RMPo, hot bought R 
ftritipecaliari^. 
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''He ratted me— not with tender ktip^ • 

*« But like the nephew of a Cain^* 
**He watch'd me Uke a lioifs wh^p, 

'* That gnaws and yet may break his chain. 

** My fiither's blood in every vein 
** Is boiling^but for thy dear sake 
**No present vengeance will I take — 

<< Though here I must no more remain. 210 
«' But first^-belov'd Zuleika !— hear 
" How GiafBr wrought this deed of fear. 

xm. 

'* How first their strife to rancour grew— 
** If love or envy made them foes— 

<*It matters little if I knew; 

-'In fiery spirits, slights though few 
** And thoughtless will disturb rqK>Be : 

** In war Abdallah's arm was strong, 

" Remembered ^ in Bosniac song, 

« And Paswan'sf rebel hordes attest 320 



* It b to be tAwnned, Alt eirery aHttlQii tB any thii« «r penoMge ia 
the OU Teitmineii^ ludi M the Aifc, or CaUi^ is eqaaUy the pcinkce flf 
lAumlnaa end lew ; indeed the former profen to be modi better e^ 
qwinted with die livest true end fidraknu, of the fatriareha, then ii 
wanonted by oar own Meied wii^ and not eootent with Adem, thej 
haTeabiognphyof Pie-Adamitei. SokmioniethemiuMrahof eUn^ 
eroroenejr, and Motet a prophet inferior only to Chriit and MahooMt 
Zuleika is die Persian name of Potiphar's wife, and her amoor wA 
Joseph eonstitoies one of the finest poems in thdr hngnage. It ^ 
therefore, no ▼iobtion of costume to put the names of Cun, or M<m^ 
Smo the mouth of a Moslem. 

tPaswanOglou, the rebel of Widb,whofiirthelaft j«anofhislii 
set the whole power of the Porte at defianee. 
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^How IHtfo kte th^ bore such gttett 
^' His deittk i* all I need relate;, 
« The item eiect of Giaffir'a hatei 
*■ And how mj birth disdos'd to me;* . 
** Whate'er beside it4iiake»''<^th nade 



XIV. 
**' When Paswan, after years of strile^ 
** At last for power— but first £or lif&— 
*' In Widin's walls too proudly sate— 
'** Our Pachas rallied round the state ; 
" Nor last nor least in hig^h command 230 

** Each brother led a separate band^ 
<< They g»re their horsetails* , to the windg 

** And mustering^ in Sophia's plain 
** Their tents were pitch'd-— their post assign'd— 

** To one^ alas ! assigned in vain !— 
«* What need of words ?— the deadly bowl* 

** By Giafiir's order drugg'd and giv«D» 
** With venom, subtle as his soul, 

** Dismiss'd Abdallah's hence to heaven. 
** Reclined and feverish in the bath, 340 

*• He, when tMb hunter^s sport was up, 
*« But little deem'd a brother's wrath 

^ To quench his thirst had such a cup. 
*' The liowl a bribed attendant bore, 
*'He draqfc one draught j-— nor needed mere! 

* HocaetaU, dK stuidaid of a Picha. 

t GittfBr, FMfas of Atgfto CastrO) or Sentari, I am not tvitt iHii6h» 
^nu aetoally taken offby the Albanian Ali, in the manner described in 
tlMtat, AtiFMlia,w]u]eIwwin tlw «aiiiitr7,marriedthe4a«i^(er 
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«• If thou my tale, Zuleika, doubt— 
<*C|J1 Haroun— lie can tell it out. 



XV. 

•• The deed once done^— and Paswan's feud 
"In part suppress'd— though ne'er subdued— 
•* Abdallah's Pachalic was gainMr— 250 

. ** (Thou know'st not what in our divan 
•* Can wealth procure for worse than man :) 
•• Abdalla))*s honours were ofctain'd ; 
" By him a brother's murder stain'd ; 
*• Tis true — ^tlie purchase nearly drain'd 
** His ill got treasure — soun replac'd — 
<• Would*st question whence ? — Survey the waste-» 
** And ask the squalid peasant how 
♦' His gains rfepay his broiling brow ! 
♦' Why me the stern usurper sparM, ^ 

** Why thus with me his palace shar'd, 
<* I know not.^Shame — regret — ^remorse— r 
<* And little fear from infant's force — 
*' Besides — adoption as a son 
*• By him whom Heaven accorded none : 
'* Or some unknown cabal — caprice — 
" Preserved me thus, but not in peace ; 
*' He ^annot curb his haughty mood, 
** Nor I forgive a fatlier'a blood. 



oil W* 'nt&m, someyeua After the event had taken.plMe at • tatli ta 
Sodlym <ff Adriapi^le. ThcpoiaoBiraiiiiijEeifr mthe tap vtva/^ 
i|Vin«b it 9n4e9!&^ ^o^ Oi« al^^iQl bgrtliebMM^Beiwr, after di^iM 
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XVI. 

"^ Withm thy father's houae are fbe»— S7V 

** jfot all vho break his bread are true t 
<* To these should I my birth disclose, 

** His dajrs— his very hours were few : 
^' 'rhey only want a heart to lead, 
^ A hand to point them to the deed. . 
*' But Haroun only knows— or knew 

** This tale— ^hose close is almost niglv— 
** He in Abdallah's palace grew, 

<* And held that post in his Serai 

** Which holds he here — he saw him die : 380 
<' But what could single slayery do ? 
** Ayenge his lord-^alas ! too late— 
** Or save his son from ^ch a fate ? 
^ He chose the last«-4ad when elate 

** With foes subdued-<-or friends betray'd— 
-*< Proud Giaffir in hi^ triumph sate, 
** He led me helpless to his gate, 

** And not in vain it «eems essay'd 

-** To save the life for which he prayed. 
** The'knowledge of my birth secur'd 990 

** From all and each— but most from me; 
'** Thus Giaifir's safety was ensur'd, 

Remov'd he too from Boumelie 
^ To this our Asiatic side, 
** Ftfr from our seats by Danube's tide-— 

'< With none but Haroun, who retains 
** Such knowledge — and that Nubian feeb 

** A Xynxkt'u secrets ave but chains. 
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«* From which tiie captire gladly steals, 

*' And this and more to me reTeals. 300 

** Such still to gttiH just Alia sends 

*< Shti aa '■< t iKiU**-accompliecs— <io friends ! 

xva 

** All this, Zuleika, harshly soimds, 

<< Bu^ harsher still my tale nnist be, 
** Howe'er my tcmgpue ^y softness wovnd^ 

** Yet I must prove aU trath to thee ; 

*' I saw thee at^rt this garb to see, 
** Yet is it one I oft hare ivom, 

'* And long, must vev^*»this Gallongtfe 
** To whom thy plighted 'vow is B#om, 310 

** Is leader of those pirate hordes, 

** Who^ laws and lives are on their swords ; 
** To hear whose desolating tale 
** Would make thy waning cheek move pale ; 
** Those arms thou see^st my band have ttoogfa^ 
*' The hand& that wield are not remote ; 
*' This cup too for the ragged knaves 

** U fill'd-^noe quaff 'd, they ne*er rcpfaie, 
*' Our Prophet might forgive the slaves, 

** They're cmly inftdels in wine. 32Q 

XVHI. 

<* What could I be ?— ProscriVd at hcN^e, 
** And taunted to a wi»h to roam ; 
«< And listless left—for ^iaftr's fear 
*' Denied the courser and the spear^s 
«* Though oft— Ob, Mahomet! how oft 
<f In full Divan the despot spoff'd. 
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'< As if nqr weak onwiIIiBg band 

<« Refua'd the bridle or the brand t 

** He eter went to war alone* 

** And pent me here untried—mnkncyWiiF-* 330 

** To Haroim'a care wijth Womto left« 
By hope unblest— of fame berefL 
While th6ii—whose sofbiesa hxig eAdeat'd, 
Though it luinuuin'd me, atill had cheer'd-^ 

** To Bnisa'a walla for awty sent* ^ 

*' Awaited'st there the field's event i 

** HarouB, who saw my spirit pining 
Beneath inaetbn's sluggish yoke* 
His captive, thou^ with dread resigning* 
My thraldom for a season broke » 340 

** On promise to return before 

<< The day when Giaffir's charge was oV* 

** 'Tis vain — ^my tongue can not ioipaft 

** My almost drunkenness of heart, 

<< When first this liberated eye 

" Surveyed earth— ocean--sun and sky I 

*' As if my spirit pierc'd them through, 

'< And all their inmost wonders knew— 
One word alone ean paint to thee 
That more than fedmg^-»I was Free ! 350 

E'en for thy presence ceas'd to pine— 

" The world*— nay— heaven itself was mine ! 

XIX. 

" The shallop of a trusty Moor 

" Convey'd me from this idle shore j 

** i lon^d to see the isles that gem 
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** Old Ocean's purple 4iAdem : 
^ I sought by turns, and saw them all,* 
"^^ But when and where I join'd the cxew^ 
•* With whom Pm pledg'd to rise or fall, 

'' When all that we design to do 361^ 

'* Is done— 'twill then be time more meet 
** To tell thee> when the tale's complete. 

XX. 

** 'Tis true— they are a lawless brood, 
*' But rough in form, nor mild in mood : 
** And every cyeed, and every race, 
" With them hath found—may find a place ; 
. '< But open speech, and ready hand,. 
<* Obedience to their chief's command : 
** A soul for every enterprize, 
** That never sees with terror's eyes ; 37t^ 

*' Friendship for each, and faith to all, 
•* And vengeance vow'd for those who. fall i 
" Have nade them fitting instruments 
*< For more than, even my own intents.. 
** And some^-and I have studied all 

**Di8tinguiBh'd from the vulgar ranfc, 
•'But chiefly to my council call 
" The wisdom of the cautious Frank : — 
** And some to higher thoughts aspire. 

<« The last of Lambro'sf patriots there 380 

* Ite Tiiridih Bottoof of almost all isUnds att oflpflned to tbeAf 
itkeaeaalhiAedtD. 



t I«nibro Canzfuti, a Girek, &aious for hb efforts in 1789—00 tac 
th^ iodcpendeDoB of hit eouatry; alisndnied by U^ Ruuiau he 1» 
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^Anticipated freedom share; 
^' And oft around the cavern fire ^ 

" On Tisionary schemes debate^ 
*'To snatch the Rayahs* from their uite;<^ 
'< So let them ease their hearts with prate 
«* Of equal rights. Which pian ne'er kn£V« 
** I have a love for freedom too. 
** Ay I let me like the ocean-Patriarch roam,f 
V Or. only know on land the 'tartar^s home^t 
** My tent on shore — my galley oh the sea— ^ 390 

'* Are mate than cities and Serais to me { 
*' Borne by my steed^ or waited by my sail^ 
** Across the desert, or before the gale, 
** Bound where thou wilt, my barb ! or glide my prow^ 
*' Bat be the star that guides the wanderer — ^Thou ! 
** Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark—* 
•*The dove of peace and promise to mine ark! 
** Or since that hope denied in worlds of strife-^ 
^' Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 
*< The evening beam that smiles the clouds away, 400 



a^ittte, tadi&rArdiipcJsgD «m tbs mom «f hlg cnlerpiiaM. 

Beitaid to be ftSlaliTeat Vttentaus. B»«iiilRifaaR ^ tii» 
most eeldbipled of ths Gredc reroliitioiusts* 

* BMyahtj «B who pAy tlie eapitatuw tax, oaUed the fiantclu 

t Tina fim of voyages it one of tlis few nith whkb the MiupalnwM 
prafeat much acqiiaiiitance* 

t Tbe wandering lift of tiie Anbt. t^utart, and Turicomaitf, will 
befbnnd^feUdelailvlinanyboolioCaMlerttmtdk Tli<t it puiwimii 
ft dwcmpecttliirtoilWlfaBUwt be denied. * jinwn Tnmh iiinnajafci 
eoBfieoed to CbatMubriaad, <hat be neter found himelf aJdatvHieUofk 
ing in the desert, wiAont a yenaitpoa eppvanttnf to i»pti4% mU^k 
^ras iodesocibabte* 

Vol. 2. O 
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** And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ! 
M For thee in tliose bright isles is built a bower 
*' Blooning as Aden* in its earliest hour. 
" A thousand swords — ^thy Selim's heart and hand 
M Wai1>-^wave—dd«nd— destroy— at thy command ! 
«* Girt by my band— Zuleika at my side 
** The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride : 
"The Haram's langfuid years of listless ease 
•• Are well resign'd for cares — ^for joys like these : — . 
** Not blind to fate— I see where'er I rove 410 

** Unnumbered perils — ^but one only lore ? 
« Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 
*< Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 
** How dear the dream ! in darkest hours of ill, 
••Should all be changed, to find thee fadthful still! 
••Be but thy soul, like Selim's, firmly shown— 
*• To thee, be Selim's tender as thine own ! 
«« To soothe each sorrow— share in each delightn- 
« Blend every tjiought— do all but disunite! 
« Once free— 'tis mine our horde again to guide— 420 
« iJViends to each other, foes to aught beside >- 
«• Yet there we follow but the bent assigned 
•« By fatal Nature to man's warring kind, 
<• Mark ! where his carnage and his conquests ceaae*- 
*• He makes a soUtude-^and calls it— peace ! 
•« I like the rest must use my skill or strength, • 
« But ask no land beyoAd my sabre's length ;— ' 
«« Power sways bat by division— her resource 
«< grhe blest alternative of fraud or force ! 
'« Qurs be tkelastrr-ia time deceit may come 4^ 

« When cities cage us in a social home : 

• M jaDnat al Aden;* Ae peipetnal idiode, tbe MiusuUaaii Famdua. 
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'<Tliae efen thy soul mlg^ht eitwMioir oft the heiH 
** Corruption shakes— ^whkh Peril could not part !— > 
** And woman, more than man, when death or woe 
Or even Bisgrace would lay her lover low- 
Gunk in the lap of Luxury will shame- 
Away suspicion !— ftof Ziileika's name ! 
** But life IS hazard at the best*— and here 
^ No more remains to win, and much to fear— 
** Tes, fear ! the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 440 
^By Osman's power, and Criaffir^s stem decree— 
**That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 
^ Which Love to-night hath promis'd to my sail— ^ 
** No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest, 
^ Their steps still roving, but their hearts at rest ; 
' ** With thee all toils are sweet-«each clime hath charms^ 
" Earth— sea alike— our tiforld within our arms ! ' 
** Ay— let "tiie loud winds whistle o'er the deck— 
** So that those arms cling closer round my nedt*^ 
" The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 450 

" No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee ! 
** The war of elements no fears impart 
** To Love, whose deadliest bane is human Art : 
^ There lie the only rocks our course can check, 
^ Here moments menaco— ^Aere are years of wreck i 
** But hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror's shape-«* 
"This hour bestows— or ever bars escape— 
*' Few words remain of mine ipy tale to clos^^ 
^* Of thine but one to wafl us from our fees :— > 
•c Yea^foes— to me will Giaffir's hate decline ? 460 
^ And 18 not Osman— wh6 would ps^ u»— thine ? 
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'* Hif h«ad and ftoth^frw doubt «id dbat^ 

f'Ketum'dintiiv^eiBy.gittsdtos&veS)- . . 

<« Few beaard—aqDe tc^dn^t^^ o'er tlie wi*o 
'* From isle to isle I ioy^ the. wlule ; 
** And since, though parted fs<m.^y tiaiid 
** Too seldom naw I leave tlie land t 
*^ Jio deed t^^ey Ve done-^nor deed idkaU do^ 
''.£re I ba^ bea^ And dof^a'd it.too ; 
'< I foirm the plan, decree tbe ^pail, W 

<<.'Ti» ^t I oftener ahare tbe toil< 
f'Buit AQw too l^g.l'v^ beld^tbiiieaai^' 
<< Time p»e«iae9r*t9ea(l Hty bailt<-«n4 bere. 
f' We leave: behind., but hale and fear. > > • 
** T<>»nlovrQW QsiAant witb bii^ train 
•<Jkmyea-^tomigbt ipduat brea)c Iby cfaM&r ' 
<^And wouid'at tbon Qaye.tbftt ^aBg^^rQegf*- ' 

** Perobance-^Aif lile who gaare tbeo tiune*-! 
f' With me this hour away— ^nwty-f* ■ r • • '' ' 

'' But yet, tboui^h thou art putted xpkiei 489 
" Wottld'st thoa tec^ thy willmg vow, 
^'ApaJPd by truths imparted now-*- 
^^Hcfe rest I*-not to see thoe wed* 
*< But be that peril on tm/ head!" 

xxn. 

2|uleika-*-mute and motionless. 
Stood like that statue of distress — 
When, her last hope for ever gone^ 
Tb^ mother harden'd into stone ; 
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AU in tbe muA tlwt tffe.coolA ite • 

Was but a yoonger Niob^'!— 

Bttt.eie her Up, or even her eye, 

B^uty'd to speak, or lo(^ reply-— 4S0 

Beneath the g^arden's wicket porch 

JPar flashM on high a blazing' torch ! 

Another^Hiad another*-.«ad another-^ 

** Oh ! fiy-ip«o more^yet mw my more than 

brother!" 
Far-n-wide through isyery thickiet n yia ft A 
The lear&l lights are gleaming redi 
Nor these alon&«*fi>r each right hand 
Is ready with a sheathless brand :— 
They part, pursoe, retime and wheel . 
With searohinf^ flambeau, dbhun^^ flted i iM 

And last of all his sabre waving. 
Stem Giaffir in his fury raving, 
And now almost they touch the eave— 
Oh ! nmst that grot be Selim's grave ? 

xxm. 

Dauntless he stood — " 'Tis come — soon past — 
** One kiss, Zuleika-— >'tis my last ! 

*' But yet my band not far from shore 
•• May hear this signal — see the flash-^ 
" Yet now too few — the attempt were rash?— 

** No matter — ^yet one effort more." 510 

Forth to the cavern mouth he stept. 

His pistol's echo rang on liigh : 
S^uleika started not, nor wept. 

Despair benumb'd her breast and eye V 

3 
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<« They hear !he not, or if 6ii6y frty 
" Their oars, *tis but to see mc^dat ; ^ • ' 
^' That sound hath ^tmniy fo^ more ntg^ 
** Th?n forth mf futiiel^a 8cimitu>, 
** Thou ne'er hast seen less equal war ! 
f< Farewell, auleikal->^eet* retii^e*- 430 

** Yet stay wlthin-'rlieFe Ung«r Mt^ 
^ At thee his rage wiU only cbalb.— ^ 
'* Stir not— lest even to thee petcllaiide ' 
*' Some erring blade or bsdl should' glanoe : 
" Fear'^t thoU for him '■— n^i^ I espiie 
** If in this strife I seeb thy sire !-^ •. 
« No— thouf^ by him that poison pdorM^-v 
<< No-^though again he call mt co3Qracd 1— 
^ But tamely shidM meet thair steeli 
<* No— ^8 each, crest save Jb> may leel V* $30 

KXIV. 

One bound he made, and gained the MUMt— 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band — 

A gasping headj, a quivering trunk ; 
Another falls— but round him clos^ 
A swarming circle of hi^ foes ; 
From right to left his path he cleft, 

^d almost niet the meeting wave ;— i 
His boat appears— not ^ve oars' lei\gtli — -. 
|Iis comrades strain with desperate strength — 5iO 

ph ! are they yet in time to save ? 

pi^ feet t^e foremost breakers laye ; 
pi^ hai\d arp plunging in the bay, 
"l^heir sabres glitter through the spray ; 



Wet— >wild--«nipeaiaed to tb^ ftiand 
liiey fttniggle^-nQW they toaoh the land ! 
Ilieycoiiie^His but to add to sUqghtei^--» 
His heart's best blood is on the water ! 

XXV. 
Escaped ^m shotr— unharm'd by steelj 
pr scarcely graa'd its force to feel — 550 

Had Selim won — ^though thus beset-* 
To ^Rfaere the strand and billows met-r 
Tha« as his last atep left the land. 
And the last death-blow dealt his hand— > 
Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 

W<ff her his eye but sought in vain ? 
That paiiae — ^that fatal gaze he took — 

Hath doqm'd liis death-r-or fix*d his chain-^ 
Sad proof— in peril and in pain 
How late will Lover's ho{>e ren^ain ! — 560 

His back was to the dashing sprayr- 
fiehind but closerr-bis f^mrades lay-r- 
Then at the instant, hiss'd the baU, 
« So may the foes of Giaffir fall !'• 
Whose voice is heaipd ? whose carbine rang ? 
Whose bullet thrqugli the nighttair sang I 
Too nearly — deadly aim'd. tq err — 
'Tis thine— ^Abdallah's murderer I 
The father slowly rued thy hate, 
The son hath found a quicker fate— 570 

fast from his breast the blood is bubbling. 
The whiteness of the sea-foam troubling. 
If aught his lips essa3^d to groan 
The r^ishin^ \)iUoW8 choa^L'd the ton? l-rr. 
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Mom slowly rolls the clouds away- 
Few trophies of the fight' are there— ^ 
The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent-— but some signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear—- 
And fragments of each shivered brand— 580 
Steps stamp'd — and dash'd into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark'd— nor far remote 
A broken torch— an oarless boat— - 
And tangled on the weeds that heap 
The beach where shelling to the de^~ 
There lies a white Capote ! 
•Tis rent in twain — on^ dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o'er in vain--.- 

But where is he who wore ? 590 

Te ! who would o'er his relics weep 
€io-*— seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sigxum's steep 

And cast on liemnos' shore : 
The sea-birds shriek above the prey. 
O'er which their hungry beaks delay — 
As shaken on his restless pillow. 
His head heaves with the heaving billow—- 
*That hand— whose motion is not life — 
Tet feebly seems to menace strife— ^ 600 

Flung by the tossing tide on high. 
Then levelled with the wave — 
What recks it ? though that corse shall lie 
'Within a living grave ? 
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The bird that tem that pfostrate foim 
Hath only robb'd the meaner worm ! 
The only heart-f-the only eye-^. 
Had ^ed .or wept to see himr^die» 
Had seen those scattsr^d limbs composed, t 

« ^ Andjnoum'd above hit turban*«tone— * 61A 
Tha^ heas^ hftth*burat«-Fthair eye was Qlos'd*- • 
Year-clos'd before hia own ! 

xxvn. 

By HeUe'a atieam there. ia a voice of wail ! 
ibid womaiiPft eye ia wetr->man'a cheek 19 pi4&-^ 
Znleika ! last of Giaffir's race» 

Thy deptinM U»4 -ia oeme-too late-^ 
He seeajtot-HneVr-ahall s^ thy face!-^ 

CaR hacnot hear 
The loud WaWwoUehf warn hia distant ear ? < 

Thy handmaidavctepin^ at th» gate» • 63f 

TheKoran^chaimtevsofthel^yimioffati^^ . .^ 

The nlent slaYea with folded arpaathat wait. 
Sighs in the halt^and shrieks upon the gale^ 

TW hiin tiy tale ! 
Thott 4fidat not view thy SeSm fall ! 
'That fearful moment when he left the caye 

Thy heart grew chill — 
He waa thy hope— thy j^y>-*th/ love^-thine all— 
And that last thought on him thou could'st not save 

Sufficed to kill-.. (53$ 

* A tutan if air?dl ia tciine above ilie t>avet «r men «il|fc 

tThe deatlMoiieof theTtakiAwKnen. Ther •'•i]eiitilhncs**am 
dts wa vhMe Mtotian of deeonua focbid eomplaint iupublic. 
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Biurtt fbrth in one wild ery— and sll was still — 
Peace to thy broken he&rt--4aid virgin grave ! 
Ah ! ha{4>y 1 but of life to lose the worst. 
That grief— though deep— though fatal— wan thy fint! 
Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
Of abaepce—shame— pride--hate--revenge— remorae ! 
And« oh ! that pang where more than madness lico 
The worm that will not sleep—and never die*— 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night, 639 
That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the Ugfat—- 
Tfai^t winds around, and tears the quivering heart — 
Ah ! wherefore not cc^nsume it— and dt!pai?t ! 

Woe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! 
Vainly thou heap*st the dnat upon thy head— 
VainlJ^ the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread : 
By that same hand Abdallah— Selim bled — 
How let it tear thy beard in idle grie^ 
Thy pride of heart— thy bride for Osman's bed- 
She— whom thy sultan had but seen to wed— 

Thy daughter 'a dead ! 650 

Hope of thine age— thy twilight's lonely beam— 
The star hath set that eh<me on Belle's stream— 
What quench'd its ray ?— the Mood that thou hast shed ! 

xxvm. 

Within the place of thousand tombs 
That shine beneath, while dark above 

The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 

Are stamp'd with an eternal g^ief ; 
Like early unreqi^ited love \ 
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One spot exiflt8*«vhich evex bloomer ^^ 

Ev^n in that deadly grove.— 
A siogle rose is shedding these 

Its lonely lustre, meek and p«le» 
It looky as planted by Despair-~- 

So white— -so faint— the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high ; 

And yet though stonna and blight assail. 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 
May wring it from the stem~in vain— <- 
To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 6f 

The stalk some spirit gently rears. 
And waters with celestial tears. 

For wdll may muds of Helle deem 
That this can be no earthly flower. 
Which mocks the tempest's withering hour 
And. buds unshelter'd by a bower. 
Nor droops'-— tliough spring refuse her shower. 

Nor woos the summer beam. — 
To it the livelotfg night there sings 

A bird unseen — ^but not remote—- 680 

jtovisible his airy wings. 
But soft as harp that Hour! strings 

His long entrancing note! 

It were the Bnlbul — ^but his throat. 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain ; 
For they who listen cannot leave , 

The spot, but linger there and grieve 

As if they lov'd in vain ! 
And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 
*Tis aosxow so unmix'd with dread, . 690 
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They scarce can bear the mom to break 

That melancholy spell. 
And longer yet would weep and wake. 

He sings so wild and well ! 
But when the day-blush bursts from high—* 
Expires the magic melody. 
And some have been who could believe, 
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive. 

Yet harsh be they that blame,) 
That note so piercing and profound 700 

Will shape and syllable its sound 

Into Zuleika's name.* 
'Tis from her cypress* summit heard. 
That melts in air the liquid word«i— 
'Tis from herJowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth* 
There late was laid a marble stone. 
Eve saw it plac'd- — ^the morrow g^ne ! 
It was no mortal arm that bore 
That deep-iix'd pillar to the shore 3 710 

f*or there, as Helle's legends tell, 
Next mom 'twas found where Selim fell-» 



* * Andaiiy taagat* tfiat tyUaUe taenh tmraeu^ Skak^emt, 
For ^belief that the iouU of the dead inhabit the fonn of Unh, «t 
need not tnvd to tlie East. Lord Lyulcton's ghost ftiny, tiK bdkf flf 
the Ducfaest of Kendal, Ihat George It. flew into her iriadov ia ihc 
•hape of ft Afeo (aee Orted*! Reoamueenoeii) and vaapj other iaitne* 
ei, hring this snpentitioii neaier h0in& The most singidar nu the 
frhhoi of a Woreester hidy, who believing her daughter toenitiathe 
•hape of a fioginr bird, literally ftatnished her pew in ihe'ttthednl 
with eafDi-ftiU of thakindj and at she was rich, and a heMfaetm ia 
beaatifyiac the chirefa, do olyection was made to her hinaiiMs fsi^^ 
Fer this avecdote, see Orfbrd's Letters* 
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liMh*d by the tumbling tide, whose war* 
Denied his bones a holier g^ve— - 
And there by night, reclin'd, 'tis sai(^ 
Is seen a ghastly turban'd head — 
And hence extended by the billow, 
Tis nam'd the ** Pirate«phantom*s pillow !'^ 
Where first it lay-^that moumii^ flower 
Hath floorish'd — flourisheth this hour — 730 
Alone-— and dewy— -coldly pure and pale- 
As weeping Beauty's cheek at Sorrow's tale ! 
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THE CORSAIR, 



fl CiXe» 



IN THSEE CANTOS. 



IiMiycMialiiilQiteadIr! 



TO 



THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

ilQf dear Mtore, 

I DB0ICATB to you the last productkm vithniiidi 
I shftU trespass on public patience^ and your indul* 
gence, for some years ; and I own that I feel anxkras 
to avail myself of this latest and only opportuluty of 
adorning my pages with a name» consecrated by un- 
shaken public principle, and the most undoubted and 
Tanous talents. 1¥hile Ireland ranks you among the 
firmest of her patriots — while you stand alone the first 
<^lier bards in her estimation, and Britain repeats and 
ratifies the decree-~-permit one, whose only regret, 
since our first acquamtance, has been the years he had 
ket before it commenced, to add the humble, but sin- 
cere sufirage of friendship, to the voice of more than 
one nation. It will at least prove to you, that I have 
neither forgotten the gratification derived from your 
society, nor abandoned the prospect of its renewal, 
whenever your leisure or inclination allows you to a- 
tone to your friends for too long an absence. It is 
jsid among thote firiends, I trust truly, that you are 

? 2 
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cn^ged in the eompMitioii of * poem wlioie leaie 
will be laid in the East; none can do ^ose scenes m 
much justice. The wron^ of your own country, tiia 
magnificent and fiery spirit of her sons, the beautf 
and feeling of her daughters, may there be ibund ; sod 
Collins^ when he denominated his Oriental, his hiA 
Eclogfues, was not aware how true, at least, was a part 
of his parallel. Tour imagination will create a warm- 
er sun, and less clouded sky ; but wUdness, tendeis 
ness, and ori^ality are part of your national claim of 
oriental descent,* to Which you hare idready thus £Mr 
proved your title taort clearly than the most zealous 
of your country's antiquarians. May I add a fytr- 
words on a snbject on winch all men are supposed to 
be fluent, and none agreeable ?-<»Sel£ I hacve wtiV^ 
much, and published more than enofugh to demand a 
longer silence than I now meditate ( but for aome 
years to come it is my intention to tempt no furtbiar 
the award of " Gods, men, nor columns." In the 
present composition I have attempted not the moat 
difficult, but, perhaps, the best adapted measure to 
our language, the good old and now neglected heroic 
couplet :^.the stanza of Spencer is perhaps too i4iow 
and digmfied for narrative ; though, I confess, it is the 
measure most after my own heart ; and Scott alone^ <if 
the present generation, has hitherto completely ^i« 
umphed over the fatal facilif^ of the octo^yllabio 
verse ; and this is not the least victory of his fertitei 
and mighty genius. In blank verse, Milton, Thomstfift 
and our dramatists, are the beacons that shine tAfMf 
the d^p, but warn us from the rough and barren 
rock on which they are kindled' The heroic ooupM 
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JM fMA the most popular measuft eertatnly; Irat » I 
.did net deviftte into the other from $, wish to flatter 
'Wfait is eallcd p\4>lic opinion, I ahaH ^alt it without 
-I toih er apology, and ti^ my chance once more with 
duet fer sifica tion, in wiuch I hav^ hitherto pnbliahed 
nothing but compositions whoae former circulation is 
'part of my present and will be of my future xegvet. 

With regard to my story, and stories in general, I 
•dioold have been glad to haTe rendered my persoa- 
^iges more perfect and amiablci if possible, inasmuch 
■MS 1 have been sometimes criticised, and oonsideied 
^o less responsible for their deeds and qualities than 
If all had been personal. Be it so— 4f I have deTiated 
into the gloomy vanity of ** drawing from self,** the 
pictures are probably like, since they are unfavourable ; 
aiid if not, those who know me axe undeceived, and 
tboee who do not, I have little interest in undeceiviog. 
I have no particular desire that any but my acquunt- 
ance should think the author better than the beings of 
his imagining ; but I cannot help a little surprise^ and 
perhaps amusement, at some odd critical exceptions 
in the present instance, when I see several bards (far 
more deserving, I allow) in very reputable plight, and 
^uite exempted from all participation in the faults of 
those heroes, who, nevertheless, might be found with 
little more morality than « The Giaour," and per- 
liaps — ^but no<^— I must admit Childe Harold to be a 
very repulsive personage ; and as to his identity, those 
who like it must give him whatever *' alias" thejr 
. please. 
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K 1iowever« it vere ^iriirth while to teaovB iSbm m^ 
preMioii« it might be of some service to me* that the 
mm who is alike the delight of his leaders and his 
friends-— the poet of all circles-^-and the idol of his 
own, permits me here and elsewhere to sohscrihe my- 
self, .* 

most truly, 

and afTectionately, 

his obedient servant, 

BYRON. 
Jtamtarif 2, 1814. 
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Tbs time in this poem may seem too short for ths 
occurrences, but the whole of the JEgean Isles are 
within a few hours sail of the continent, and the reader 
must be kind enough to take the wH^ aff I have ofte$ 
found it- 



THE GORBAIR. 



CANTO I. 



Che rifioriani del tonpo Ibliee 
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THE CORSAIR. 



CANTO L 



I. 



"O*^ the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 

** Our tiiioughts as boxindless, and our souls as free, 

** Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam, 

^Sunrey our empire and behold our home ! 

^ These are our realms, no limits to their sway—* 

" Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

" Oars the wild life in tumult still to range 

^ From toil to rest, and joy in every change, 

*^Oh, who can tell ? not thou, luxurious slave ! 

^ Whose soul would sicken o'er the heaving wave ; 10 

**Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease ! 

** Whom slumber sooths not— pleasure cannot please-* 

^ Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 

'^ And danc'd in triumph o'er the waters wide, 

<<The exulting sense — ^the. pulse's maddening play, 

"That thrills ihe wanderer of that trackless way f 
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<*Th&t fyt itidf €«i woo the approtdiing fight^ 

^ And turn what acme dean danger to delight; 

** That sedu what cnyens than with more than zeal, 

' And where the feebler faint— can only feel— 20 

'* Feel— to the risinf^ boaom's inmost core, 

'* Its hope awaken and its flpint 0oar? 

** Ko dread of deatb— if with us die our foes— 

** Sare that it seems even duller than repose : 

*' Gome when it win — we snatch the life of life— 

«* When lost— what recks it— by disease or strife ? 

*' Let him who crawls enamour'd of decay, 

** Cling to his couch, and sicken years away ; 

"^Heave his thick breath, and shake his palsied head ; 

<< Ours— the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 30 

** While gasp by gasp be faulters forth his soul, 

" Ours with one pang— one bound— escapes contxoL 

" His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave, 

** And they who loath'd hi^ life may gild his grave. 

''Ours are the tears, though few, sincerely shed, 

*' When ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

" For us, even banquets fond reg^t supply 

«< In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 

** And the brief epitaph in danger's day, 

" When those who win at length divide the prey, 40 

** And cry, Remembrante saddening o'er each brow, 

^How had the brave who fell exulted now !" 

n. 

Such were the notes that from the Pirate's isle. 
Around the kindling watch-fire rang the while ; 
Such were the sounds that thrill'd the rocks along. 
And unto ears as rugged seem'd a song ! 
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In scattered groups i^oii tlie gv>14c^ M»d 

Tliey game— -carouse-^^onFecK-— or whet the blMNlt 

Select the arms— to each his hUde u#ign» 

And careless ^t the blood that dioM its shine s 4f^ 

Repair the boaW-r^lace the helfn or oar, * 

While others straggling muse along the shore : 

For the wild bird the busy springes set. 

Or spread beneath the sun the dripping nM : 

Gaze where some distant sul a speck supplies. 

With all the thirsting eye of Enterprize— 

Tell o'er the tales of many a night of toil. 

And marvel where they nest shall seize a spoil : 

No matter where— their chief's allotment this*-^ 6D 

Theirs — ^to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 

But who that chief? his name on every shore 

Is fam'd and fear'd-— they ask and know no more. 

With these he mingles not but to command-^ 

Few are his words, but keen his eye and hand. 

Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 

But they forgive his silence for success. 

Ne'er for bis lip the purpling cup they fill. 

That goblet passes him untasted stiU— 

And for his fare— the rudest of his crew 

Would that, in turn, have pass'd untasted too ; 70 

Earth's coarsest bread, the garden's homeliest roots. 

And scarce the summer luxury of firuits. 

His short repast in humbleness supply 

With all a hermit's board would scarce deny. 

But while he shiuis the grosser joys of sense. 

His mind seems nourish'd by that abstinence. 

"Steer to that shore!"— they sail. ♦*Do this!"— 'tin 

donet 
Vol 2. Q 



170 

'^ Kow fonn and Mkfw me !^— -the spoil is won. 
Thttf prompt his accents and his actions stiU, 
And all obey and few inquire his will : 
To such, brief answer and contemptaous eye 
Con¥^ nproof, nor further d^gn reply« 



in. 

'•• A sail ! — ^a sail !" — a promis'd prize to Hope *. 
Her nation— flag— how speaks the telescope ? 
Ko prize, alas ! — ^but yet a welcome ssdl : 
The blood-red signal glitters in the gale. 
Yes— she is ours — a home returning bark- 
Blow fair, thou breeze ! — she anchors ere the dark. 
Already doubled is the cape— our bay 
Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray; 90 
How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 
Her wliite wings flying — ^never from her foes. 
She walks the waters like a thing of life» 
And seems to dare the elements to strife— 
Who would not brave the battle fire — ^the wreck— 
To move the monarch of her peopled deck ? 

IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings } 
The sails are furVd; and anchoring round she swings » 
' And gathering loiterers on the land discern 
Her boat descending from the lattic'd stern. 100 

'Tis mann'd — the oars keep concert to the stranc^ 
Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 
Hail to the welcome shout !-— the friendlf speech I 
"When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach ) 
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The snttle* tbe question, and the quick reply, 
And the heart's promise of festivity ! 

V. 
The tidings spreadr-and gatberin|f grows the crowd ? 
Tbe hum of voices—- |uid the laughter loud* 
And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard— 
Friends' — husbands' — Clovers' names in each dear wor^ 
** Oh ! are they safe ? we ask not of success— 111 
^ But shall we see them ? wHl their accents bless i 
** From where the battle roars — ^the billows cha^^— 
** They doubtless boldly did— but who are safe ? 
^ Here let them haste to gladden and surprise, 
^ And kiss the doubt from these delisted eyes t** 

VI. 

•* Where is our chief? for him we bear report-— 
^ And doubt that joy — ^which haSls our comings— «ha^ 
''Tet thus sincere — ^'tis cheering, though so brief; 
^'But, Juan ! instant guide us to our chief: 130 

^ Our g^reeting paid, we'll feast on our return, 
** And all shal,! hear what each may wish to leanu" 
Ascending slowly by the rock*hewn way. 
To where hb watch-tower beetles o'er the bay. 
By bushj^ brake, and wild flowers blossoming. 
And freshness b^eathipg from eadi silver spring. 
Whose scatter'd streams from gnufite basins burst. 
Leap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst ; 
From crag to cliff they mountr— Near yonder caye, 
What lonely straggler looks along the wave ? 130 
|n paisive posture leaning on the brand, 
}f ot oft a resting-staff to that red hand ? 
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** *ris'lic— *ti8 Conrtd— here— as wont— alone, 

<* On— Juan ! on— and make our purpose known. 

^ The hark he views— and tell hhn we would greet 

*" His ear with tidmgv he must quickly meet : 

V We dttre riot yet approach— thou know'st his mood, 

** When stratige or uhinvited steps intrude.** 

vn. 

Hkn Juan soiight, and told of their iqtent— 

He spfikfe hdt— but a sign express'd assent. 140 

These Juan cdls— they come— to their salute 

He bends hifh slightly, bat his lips are mute. 

** These letters, chief, are from the Greek— the spy— 

*• Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh ; 

*.* Whate'er his tidings, we can well report, 

*• Much that"—" Peace, peace !**— he cuts thdr prating 

afaorL 
Wondering they ttim—abash*d— while each to each 
Conj^ture whispers in his muttering speech : 
They watch his glance with many a stealing look. 
To gather how that eye the tidings took ; ISO 

But— this as if he guess'd— with head aside— 
Perchance from some emotion— doubt, or pride- 
He read the scroll—** My tablets, Juan, hark — 
<* Where is Ckmsalvo !** 

" In the anchored bart** 
** Tliere let hitn stay— to him this order bear. 
*• Back to your duty— for my course prepare : 
" Myself this enterprize to-night wiJUi share.' 
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*« To-night, lord Conrad V* 

*• Ay ! at set of sitp : IflO 
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^ The iMeze wiU freshen when the day !• done, 

^ My corslet— cloftk— one hour— «nd we are gone. 

f* Sliog on thy bugle— see that free from rust« 

** My carbine-lock springs worthy of my trust; 

M Be the edge sharpened of my boarding-brand, 

^ And ^e its gpiard more room to fit my hand. 

^* This let the armourer with speed dispose ; 

9 lASt time — ^it more fatigued my arm than foes : 

.** Maik that the signal gun be duly fir'd, 

** To tell us when the hour of stay's expir'd." IfO 

vra. 

They make obelsance» and retire in haste^ 

Too soon to seek again the watery waste : 

Tet they repine not-— so that Conrad guides. 

And who dare question aught that he decides ? 

That man of loneliness and mystery. 

Scarce seen to smile, and seldom heard to sigh — 

Whose name appsds the fiercest of his crew. 

And tints each swarthy cheek with sallower hue ; 

Still gways their souls with that commanding art 

That dazzles — leads — yet chills the vulg^ heart. 1^ 

What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 

Confess and envy — ^yet oppose in vain ? 

What should it be ? that thus their %ith can bind ? 

ThCipower of thought — the i](iagic of the mind ! 

I^ink'd with success— >assiun'd and kept with skill. 

That moulds anothei''8 weakness to its will — 

Wields with their hands — ^but still to these unknown. 

Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his own. 

Such hath it been— shall be-— beneath the sun 

Q3 
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The many still mt|st laiboar for the one ; i90 

Tis Nature's doom— but let the wretch who to&i. 
Accuse not— hate not— iUfii who wears the i^ioils. 
Oh ! if he knew the weight of splendid chains. 
Bow light the balance of his hombler puns * 

» 

IX. 

Unlike the heroes of each ancient race, 
2>emon8 in act, but gods at least in race» 
In Conrad's form seems little to admire. 
Though his dark eye-brow shades a glance of fire : 
Robust but not Herculean — ^to the sight 
No giant frame sets forth his common height ; 200 
Yet in t^e whole — wh.o paus'd to look a^ain. 
Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men — 
They gaze and marvel how — ^and still confess 
That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 
Sun-burnt his cheek— -his forehead high and pale,— 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil ; 
And oft perforce his rising lip reveals 
The haughtier thought it curbs^ but scarce conceals. 
Though smooth his voice, and calm his general mieii. 
Still seems there something he would not^ve seen. 210 
His features' deepening lines and varying hue. 
At times attracted, yet perplex'd the view. 
As if within that murkiness of mind 
Work'd feelings fearful, and yet undefin'd ; 
Such might it be — tliat none could truly tell- 
Too close enquiry his stern glance could quell. 
There breathe but few whose aspect could defy 
The full ei\pounter of his search'mg eyci— 
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fite had the AjJl, whai Cunning^'s gaz.e would seek 

To probe Ids heart «nd watch hU changing check, 230 

At once the observer's purpose to espy* 

And on himself roll back his scrutiny, 

I^est he to Conrad rather should betray 

Some secret thought— than drag that chief's Xp day. 

There was a laughing devil in his sneer. 

That rais'd emotions both of rage and fear; 

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

nope withering fled— ^oid Mercy sigh'd farewell ! 

X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil though^ 
Within — ^within— *twas there the spirit wrought ! 23p 
Xove shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further than the bitter smile ; 
The lip's least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the goveni'd aspect, speak alone 
Of deeper passions; and to judge their mien. 
He, who would see, must be himself unseen.' 
Then — with the hurried step, the upwainl eye. 
The clenche4 hand, the pause of agony. 
That listens, starting, lest the step too near. 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear.; 240 

Then — ^with each feature working from the heart. 
With feelings loos'd to strengthen^— not depart — 
That rise— convulse— subside — that freeze, or glow. 
Flush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow. 
Then, Stranger ! if thou canst, and tremblest not^ 
Behold his soul — ^the rest that soothes his lot * 
Mark — ^how that lone and bliglited bosom sears 
The jseathing thought of execrated years ! 
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B^olcU-but who hath seen, or e'er shall ute, 

Man as himself— the secret spirit free ? $^ 

XI. 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 

To lead the guiltyr— guilt's worse instrument— 

His soul was chang-'d — ^before his deeds had driveil: 

Him forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warp'd by the world in Disappointment's school^ 

In words too wise — in conduct thsre a fool-rr 

Too firm to yield — and far too proud to stoop— 

Doom'd by his very virtues for a dupe, 

H6 cura'd those virtues as the cause of ill. 

And not the traitors who betray'd him still ; 3fiO 

Nor deem'd that gifts bestowed on better men 

Hsid left him joy, and means to give again. 

Fear'd — shunn'd— -belied — ere youth had lost her force, 

He hated man too much to feel remorse — 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call. 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a villain — but he deem'd 

The rest no better than the thing he seem'd ; 

And scom'd the best as hypocrites who hid 

'JThose deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 270 

He knew himself detested, fawt he knew 

The hearts that loath'd him crouch'd and dreaded too. 

liOne, wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 

FronT all affection and from all contempt : 

His name could sadden, and his acts surprise ; 

Put they that fear'd him dar'd not to despise ; 

Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 

The slumbering venom of the folded snake. 
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Kdne «ie all evi}--€lin{;ing> roond bis he«rt, 

One softer feeUng^ would not yet depart ; SM 

Oft could he sneer at others as beguil'd 

By pafsion^ worthy of a fool or ehild-- 

Yet '^aintt that passion yainly still he strove^ 

And even in him it asks the name of Love ! 

Yes^ it was love — unchangeable-t-unchang'd— 

Pelt but lor one from whom he never rang'd ; 

Though faizest captives daily met his eye, . 

He sfaimn'd, aor sought, but coldly pass'd th^m by t 

Though many a beauty droop'd in prison'd bower, 

None ever soo&'d hU most unguarded hour. $90 

Tefr— it was Love— if thoughts of tenderness. 

Tried in temptation, strengthened by distress, 

TJnmov'd by absence, firm in every clime, 

And yet— Oh more than all !->-untir'd by time-^ 

Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wile. 

Could render sullen were she ne'er to smile, 

Kor n^ could fire, nor sickness firet to vent 

On her one murmur of hi^ disconten1>— 

Which still would meet with joy, with calmness part. 

Lest that his look pf grief should reach her heart ; 300 

Which nought remov'd— nor menac'd to remove-^ 

^ there be love in mortals^— this was love ! 

He was a villain—aye— reproaches shower 

On him—- but not the passion, nor its power. 

Which only proved, all other virtues gone, 

Not guilt itself could quench tliis loveliest one ! 
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^ xra. 

He paus'd a moment-^till his faftstening men 

Pass*d the fot windings downward to the glen. 

** fitrang tidings !•— many a peril have I past, - 

■* Nor know I why this next appears the last ! 310 

^ Tet so my heart forebodes, but must not fear> 

** Kor shall my followers £nd me falter here. 

** 'Tis rash to meet-— but surer death to wait— 

** Till here they hunt us to undoubted fate, 

*' And, if my plan but hold, and Fortune smile, 

** We'll furnish mourners for our funeral pile. 

f* A^-Jet them sliunber— peaceful be thieir divams ; 

*' Mom ne'er awake them with such brilliant beams f 

** As kmdle hig^ to night (but blow, thou bxeese !) 

** To warm these slow avengers of the seas. SSO 

** Now to Medora— Oh ! my sinking heart, 

^ iong may her own be lighter than thou art! 

** Yet was I brav«— mean boast ! when all are brave-** 

'' Even insects sting for aught they seek to save-:^ 

** This common courage which with brutes we share, 

U That owes its deadliest efforts to despair, 

** Small merit claims— but 'twas my nobler hope 

** To teach my few with numbers still to cope j 

** Xiong have I led them— not to yainly bleed : 

■* No medium i^ow— we perish or succeed ! 330 

*' So let it be— it irks not me to die ; 

" But thus to urge them whence, they cannot fly— 

*' My lot hath long had litle of my care, 

** But chafes my pride thus baffled in the snare ; 

«< Is this my skill ? my craft? to set at last 

f* Hope^ power, and life upon a single cast I 
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** Oii^ Fate ! — accuse thy folly, not thy fate— 
** She may redeeiii thee still — nor yet too kte.*^ 

XIV. 

Thus with himself ^omniunion held her<^till 

He reach'd the summit of his tower-crown'd hill : 340 

There at the portal paus'd-*-for wild and soft 

He heard those accents never heard too oft ; 

Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung. 

And theise the notes his hird of beauty sun^ : 
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1. 

" Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells^ 

Lonely and lost to light for evermore* 
Save when to thine my heart responsive swells, 

Then trembles into silence as before. 

2. 
" There in its eerftre— *a sepulchral lamp 

Bums the slow flame eternal— but unseen ; 3$0 

Which not the darkness of despair can damp. 

Though vain its ray as it had never been. 

3. 
*' Bememher me— <Hi ! pass not thou my ^ave, 

Without one thought whose relics there recU^ie i 
The only pang my bosom dare not brave, ^ 

Host be to find forgstf^neM la thine. 
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4. 

** My fowlest-^faiiitest — ^latest— accents bear : 
Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprore ; 

Then give me all I ever assk'd-'-a tear. 
The first — ^Uat-^-aole reward of so moch loYt !" 369 
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He pas^'d the portal— cross'd the carridores 
And reach'd the chamber as the strain gave o'er t 
•* My own Medora — sure thy song is sad — *^ 

*« In Conrad's absence wouldst thou hare it glad ? 
•' Without thine ear to listen to my lay, 
*< Still must my song my thoughts, my soul betray : 
«• Still must each accent to my bosom suit, 
My heart unhusVd — although my lips were mute ! 
Oh ! many a night on this lone couch reclin'd, 370 
My dreaming fear with storms hath wing'd the wind, 
** And deem'd the breath that faintly fann'd thy sail»— - 
•* The murmurmg prelude of the ruder gale > 
Though soft — it seem'd the low prophetic dirge. 
That moum'd thee floating on the savage sui^ ; 
•* StUl would I rise — ^to rouse the beacon fire. 
Lest Dpies less trae should let the bla^ expire ; 
And many a restless hour outwatch'd each star 
And morning came — and still thou wert a&r. 
*^ Oh ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew. 
And day br0ike dreary on my troubled view, 3SKk 
An4 still I ^zM and gaz'd— *>aiid not a piow 
Was granted to my tears — mf tittth~-«ny vow ! 
At length4-'tw«R noon — I bailM and bkst the iM9t 
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' ** That inet ihy sig-lit-— it itear'd — Alas ! it past I ^ 
*< Another came — Oh God ! 'twas thine at last ! 
** Would that those days were over ! wilt thou ne^ef* 
** My Conrad ! learn the joys of peace to share f 
" Sure thou hast more than wealth-— and many a home 
^ As bright as this invites us not to roam : 
«« Thott know'st it is not peril that I fear, 390 

*' I only tremble when thou art not here ; 
** Then not for mine-^but that far dearer life, 
^* Which flies' from love and languishes for Strife— 
'* How strange that heart to me so tender still, 
^ Should war with nature and its better will !" 

*' Tea, strange indeed— that heart hath long beenchang'dy 

** Worm-like 'twas trampled-<^-adder4ike aveng^d^ 

" Without one hope on earth beyond thy love, 

*' And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 

^ Yet the same feeling which .thou dost condemn, 400 

** My very love to thee is hate to them, 

*< So closely mingling here, that disentwin'd, 

" I cea^ to love thee when I love mankind : 

*< Yet dread hot this—the proof of all the l^ast 

'' Assures the future that my love w:ill last ; 

*«Butl~. Oh, Medora! nerve thy gentler heart, 

** This hour again — but not for long — we part. 
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" This hour we part !— my heart foreboded this. 
" Thus «2ver fade my fairy dreams of bliss — 
''This bou]>«>it cannot be— tlus hoiir away! 410 

" Yon btffk hath hardly anchor'd in the bay. 
'< Her tfonsort still is absent— and her crew 
''Have aieeA of itat b^ore tbey toi^ anew i 

Tol. 2. » 
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•te«l 
'*' My breast before the time when it must fed. 
^' But trifle now no more with my distress, 
*' Such mirth hath less of play than bitterness : 
** Be silenty— Conrad !— dearest— come and share 
^ The feast these hands delighted to prepare — 
<<Iigfat toilf Co cull and dress thy frugal fare! 4sb 
*' See,. I have pluck'd the fruit that promb'd best, 
"And Were not sure, perplexM, but pleas*d, I guess'd 
« At such as seem'd the fairest : thrice the hiU 
** My steps have wound to try the coolest rill ; 
<< Yes ! thy sherbert to-night will sweetly flow, 
** See how it sparkles in its vase of snow ! 
*« The grape's gay juice thy bosom never cheers — 
** Thou— more than Moslem— when the cup a^t^ars— 
** Think not I mean to chide— for I rejoice 
^ What others deem a penance is thy choice. 430 

** But come— the board is spread— our silver lamp 
*< Is trimm'd, and heeds not the Sirocco's damp : 
« Then shall my handmaids while the time along 
*' And join with me the dance, or wake the song.; 
*' Or my guitar, Which still thou lov*8t to hear, 
« Shall sooth or lull— or, should it vex thine ear, 
« We'U turn the tale by Ariosto told, 
" Of fair Oljrmpia tov'd and left of old.* 
"Why— thou wert worse than lie who broke his vow 
" To that lost damsel, shouldst thou leave me now ; 440 
<* Or even that traitor chief— rve seen thee smile, * 
" When the clear sky shoVd Ariadne's isle, 

* <Mhadp^ Onto 10» 
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"^ ITHiich liiave p<»nted from these cliffs the whiles 
"* And thii»^-4ulf sportire— half in liBar— I sud, 
** Lest Time should raise that doubt to more than dwad, 
** Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main : 
*' And he deceived aife— 4fn«— he came agam f* 

*' Agsiin— agvnr-«Qd oft i^ain— mylovel 

** U there he life 'helow, and hope above, 

^ He will »e^im— but now—- the momaits himg 450 

** The time of partmg with redoubled wing : 

*' The whj-— the where-^what boots it now to tell ? 

** Since atll must end in that wild word— farewell ! 

^*Tet would I fun— Hlid time allow— disclose-^ 

** Fear not— these ate no formidable foe^; 

** And here shall watch a more than wonted giiai6» 

^ For sudden siege and long defence prepaffd : 

^ Kor be thou lonely— though thy lord's away, 

** Our matrons and thy*handmaid8 with thee stay ; 

"And this thy>comfortr-49uit, when next we meet, 4^ 

"-Security Aall make repose more sw^et : 

"list !— 'tis the bugle— Juan shrilly blew— 

" One kiss— «ne more— anotfaei^— Oh ! ai^u S" 

She rose— she sprung-H»he clung to his emlH*aoe, 

Tilllus heart heav'd beneath her hidden face. 

He dar'd not raise to his that deep«biue eye» 

That downcast dreop^d in tearless agony. 

Her long fiiir hair hty ^floating o'er his arma, 

ti aU the wildness of dishevelPd charms $ 

Scarce beatthat bosom— where his image dw^t— 470 

So Mlr-^that feeling seem'd almost unfelt ! 

Buk-^-peals the thunda^ of the signal gun ! . 



ft told ^twkB fiuiatt — and he cor^'d tluit sub. 
Again*->ag^n — that form he inadly piesa'd. 
Which mutely clasp'd— imploringly caressed. 
And tottering to the couch his bride he bore. 
One momoDLt gaz'd — as if to gaze no more— • 
Felt — ^that for him earth held but her alone, 
Kiss'd her cold forehead**tw:n'd— 4s Conrad gmm^ I 

XV. 
« And is he gone ?"<«^n sudden solitude 480. 

How pft ^at fearful questicHi will intrude ? 
'^ 'Twas but an instant past— and here he ^tood ! 
** And now" — without the portal's poreh ^le fUshVU- 
And then at length her tears in freedom f^Vd* 
Big" — ^bp|^t — and fast, unl^nown to ber they fell ; 
But still her lips refus'd to send-*** fanewdl V* 
Por in that word — ^that fatal word — howe'er 
yVe promise — hope — ^believe^— the^ breathea degpam 
0*er every feature of that still, pa]ie ftce. 
Had sorrow ^s'd what ti;i;ie can ne'er erase ; 49P 

The tender blue ctf that large loving eye 
Grew froien with its gaze on vacancyi-^ 
Till — Qh, how far \ it caught a glimpse of him--« 
And then it flow'd— and pfareosied seeooi'd to Mwim 
Through thqse Ipng^ dark, and gliateuugig lashet dtw'ii 
With drops of sadae^w oft to be r^enew^L 
«* He's gone !">vagainst be^ heart that hand is drirov 
Convuls'd and quickr— then gi^tly rais'd to beavw;' 
8he look'd and saw t^e heaving of Ithe main 9 
Tha white sail set — she dar'd not look agai»i- JflO 
But tum'd with sickening soul within nie 
<' It is no dieam-*and I a^i ^jy^Mft &** 
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XVL 
Wrovk crag to crag descending^-HiwifUiy sped 
Stem Conrad down, nor once he tum'd his head ; 
But shrunk whene'er the windings of his way 
ForcM on his eye what he would not survey** 
His lone, but lovely dwelling on the steep. 
That hail'd him first when homeward fivim the deep : 
AiMi sh^— the dim and melancholy star^ 
Whose ray of beauty yes^'d him trom afar^ 510 

On her he must not gaze» he must not think, 
^There be migjbt rest^ut on Deistruetion's brink--* 
Tet oQce ahs^vost he stopp'd«-*-and nearly gave 
His fate to chance, his projects to the wave » 
But no— ~it must not hcTrA wort^iy chief 
May melt, but not betrfy to woaian's grief. 
He seea his bark^ he notes how fair the wind. 
And sternly gatbera all his might of mind ; 
Again he hurrtea on — and as he hears 
Tie clang of tumult vibrate on his ears, 530 

The busy sounds, the bustle of the shore*-- 
JTbe shou^ the signal, and the dashing oar. 
As marks his eye the seaboy on the maat. 
The andtprs rise^ the sails unfurling fast, 
Ihe waving kercfaiefii of the crowd that urge , 

That ipute adie^ to those who stem the surge; 
And more than all — his bloodtsed flag aloft-*- 
He nkaryeU'd how his heart could seem so soft. 
Fire in his glance^ and wildness in his breast. 
He feelsiof all his fonm^ self posseat ; 530 

He bounds—^ fiies«— until his footst^s reach 
Tl^ verge where ea4s ib& cWt begins the beaofa, 
B2 
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There dtecks hii speed ; bat [MHuee less to breatbs 

The breezy freshness of the deep beneath. 

Than there his wonted statdier step renew ; 

Kor rush, disturb'd by haste, to vtdgsr view : 

For well had Conrad leam'd to awe the crowd. 

By arts ^lat veil, and oft preserve the proud ; 

His was the lofty port the distant mien, 

Tliat 9eeiB9 to shun the si|^ht— ^and awes if seen : 54Q 

The solemn aspect, and the hig^h4H>rn eye. 

That checl^ low mirth, but lacks not courtesy ; 

All these he wielded to command assent—. 

But w^ere he wish'd to win, so well unbent. 

That kindness cancellM fear in those wl^ heafd, ^ 

And other's gifts Shewed mean beside his wx»d^— 

When echoed to the heart as from his own, * 

His deep yet tender melody of tone : * 

But such was foreign to his wonted mood. 

He ear'd not what he soften'd-«-but subdued !— — 551 

The evil passions of his youth had made 

|lim value less who lov'd — than what obeyed. 

xvn. * 

Around him mustering rang'd hi^ ready g^aid. 
Before him Juan stands— .-*< Are all prepared ?^ 

** They are— ^ay more-— embaric*d : the latest boat ' 
^* Waits but my chie f ■ . * * 

« My sword, and my capote." 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung, 
His belt and cloak were o'^ r his shoulders flung ; 
1* Call Bedro here !"~He comes— -and Conrad bends, 
V(ith. all the courtesy he deign'd his friends ; - m 



*f \^ords of high trust, and truth, sre gmren tiicre r 

*' Double the guard, and when Anselmo'a bark 

** Arrives, let him dflce these orders ma^ : 

** In tfeqree days (serve the hreese) the sun shall shine 

<' On our return-— till then all peace be thine 1** 

This said» his brother pirate's hand he wrung. 

Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 

flashed the dipp'd oars, and sparkling with the stroke* 

Around the waves phosphoric* brightness broke ; 57Q 

They gain the vessel-^on tiie deok he stands. 

Shrieks the shrill whistle— ply the busy hands*- 

He marks how weU the ship her helm obeys. 

How gallant all her Grew-**and deigns to prais^. 

His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo turn ; 

Why doth he start, imd oily seem to mourn f 

Alas ! those eyes beheld his rocky tpwer^ 

And live a moment o'er the parting hour ; 

She — his Medora— ^d she marie the prow ? 

Ah ! never lov'd he half so much as now ! 580 

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day. 

Ag^ain he mans himself and turns away ; 

Down to the cabin with Gonsalvo bends. 

And there unfolds his plan — ^his means — and ends ; 

Before them bums the lanip> ajid spreads the cbwpt. 

And all that speaks and aids the naval art ; 

They to the midnight watch protract debate — 

To anxious eyes what hour is ever late ? 



f By night, particularly in a warm latitude, erery itroke of the oar« 
erery niotioo of the boat or sliip, is followed by a slight flash like she<^ 
^ightniiis ftwn the water* 
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Mean tfmc^ ^ lAea^bMfe KKiiely Uc«r, 

And ftit and fiikonOike the vessel iew; 590 

Fius'd the high iv*f«i^«i^* of esch chuterin^ isle. 

To gain their port-^Umg— >loiig ere monuiig smile : 

Aad soon the night-glass through thenanov bay * 

IMseorers where the PaehA^s gallqrs by. 

Count th^ each sailt-^nd mark how there supine 

The lights in vain o'er heedless Moslem shine ; 

Securer-unnoted-— Conrad's prow paasVl hy. 

And snehor'd where his ambush meant to lie : 

ScreenM from espial by the jutting cape» 

That rears on high its rude fantastic shape. 000 

Then rose his band to duty^--not from sleep 

Equipp'd for deeds alike on land or deep s 

While lean'd their leader o'er the frettii^ flood. 

And calmly talk'd— Mid yet he talk'd of blood ! 
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In Ck>roii'8 bay floats many a gaU^ light. 

Through Coron'a lattices the lamps are bright. 

For Seyd, the Pacha, gives a feast to-night : 

A feast for psomis'd triumph yet to come. 

When he shall drag the fetter'd RoTera home : 

This hath he sworn by Alia and his sword, 610" 

And faithful to his firman and his word. 

His summon'd prows collect along the coast. 

And great the gathering crews^-^oid loud the boasts-* 

Already shar'd the captives and the prizie. 

Though far the distant foe they thus despise. 

Tis but to sail— 410 doubt to-morrow's sun 

Will see the pirates bound — ^their haven won ! 

Mean time the watch may slumber, if they will> 

Nor only wake to war, but dreaming kill : 

Though all, who can, disperse on shore and seek 620^ 
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Ilo fluBh Iheir gkfwing^ vakmr on the Gredt ! 

How well such deed becomes the torban'4 hraTe«- 

To bare the sahre^s edge bdbie a slave ! 

infest his dwellings— but fbrbew to slsy. 

Their amis are strong, yet merciful ta4af , 

And do not deign to smite because they .may ! 

Unless some gsQr eafmee suggests the bkyw* 

To keep in -practice for the coming foe. 

Revel and rout the eyening hoors bcgu^e. 

And they who wish to wear a head must smile » 639 

For Moslem mouths produce th^ir Choicest chees^ 

And hoard their curses, till the coast is clear. 

n. 

High in his hall reclines the turban'd Seyd : 
Around — ^the bearded chiefs he came to libad. . 
Remov'(i the banquet, and the last pilaff— 
Forbidden draughts, 'tis said, he dar'd to quafft 
Though to the rest the sober berry's juice^* 
The slaves bear round for rigid Moslem's user^ 
The long Chiboque'sf dissolviog clouds supply^ 
Wliile dance the Almas^: to wM minstrelsy : 611 

The rising mom will view the chiefs eniback ; 
Hut waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark : 
And revelers may more securely sleep 
On silken couch than o'er the rugged deep ; 
Feast there who can— nor combat till they must^ 
And less to conquest than to Korans trust ; 
And yet the numbers Crowded in his host 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha's boast 

•Coffee. fPipei t DancinffiSkia 
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With ctulSetts i^Tdfettce ftwn tfie outer gate, 

Slow staUts ^ ^ftv«, Whose office ihere to widt, 650 

Bows his heift heaft— *his hand salutes the floor, 

St« yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore : 

•• A captive DM^rise, from the pirate^s nest 

«* Escaped, is here— himself would tell the rest.'* 

He took t|ie sign froin Seyd^s ftsMAting eye. 

And led the holy man in silence nigh. 

His arms W^ere folded en his dtfk-green vest. 

His step was £&eble, and his look dcprest ) 

Yet worn he seem*d of hardship more than years. 

And pale his cheek with penance, not ih)m feaxi, 660 

Vow'd to his God— his 9able locks he wore^ 

And tlicse his lofty cap rose proudly o*er : 

Around his form his loose long robe was thrdfwn^ 

And wrapt a breast bestow'd on heaven alone ; 

Submissive, yet with self-possession manned. 

He calmly met the curious eyes that scaftn'd h 

And question of his coming &in would seek. 

Before the Pacha^s will allow'd to speaks 

IV. 

** Whence com'st thou, Den^ise ?" 

•* From the outla^v's den, 670 
« A fugitive--*' 

" Thy capture where and whefi ?'* 
" From Scalanova's port to Scio*s isle, 
" The Saick was bound ; but Alia did not smile 
*' Upon our course*«*the Moslem mcsrcha&t's gun9 

Vol. 2. S 
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<< tlie Bovcft von : ov lioibt tMKve wbcn their cbaSiis. 
^ I had BO dcfttli to faMior weOtii to boMt, 
** Beyond the waideriag froedoM which I loet; 
<* At Ufig(tk a fiaher'a hmble boai by ught 
*< Afforded Uife, and ofo'd cfaaDce of ilight : 
** I idz'd the hour* and find mj aafety heie— 680 
*< With thee-4noat mi^ty Pacha ! who can fear?** 

• 

<* How speed the ootlaws f atand fliey w^ prepared, 
«* Their plundered wealth, and robbei^s rock to guard ? 
** Dreain th^ of this our preparation, doomed 
** To view with fire their scorpion nest consuA'd P' 

" Pacha ! the fetter'd captive's mouming eye 
" That weeps for flight, bat ill can play the spy » 
** I only heard the reckless waters roar, 
*' Those wares that would not bear me from the shore ; 
" I only mark'd the glorious sun and sky, 690 

** Too bright— too blue — ^for my captivity ; 
** And felt—that all which Freedom's bosom cheers, 
" Must break my chain before it dried my tears. 
This mayst thou judge, at least from my escape, ' 
They little deem of aught in Peril's shape ; 
*^ Else vainly had I pray*d or sought the chance 
** That leads me here — ^if eyed with vigilance : 
** The careless guard that did not see me fly, 
•« May watch as idly when thy power is nigh. 
<' 'Pacha ! — my limbs are faint— and nature craves 700 

Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves ; 
•* Permit my absence — peace be with thee ! Peace 
** With all aoound l^^nww grant repose— nrelease. 
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** I do coiamandthee wt ^dost faaar >«-obey ! 
«' More I moit tA, nd food tbe tUt«8 shall Mncf ) 
<^ Thoa flhalt not pkie iHiere all ue baaqueting : 
** The SQi^ier doAfr-iirqtaxe thee to veplf , 
** Cleariy and futt— I kuve not m y a t e f y . ** 

H'wfere Tain to gueat what ahook the pkms man, 710 

Vrbo look'd not loviim^lj on that divan t 

Kor ahow'd high reliah fo the banquet preat^ 

And leaa respect for every fellow guest. 

Twaa but a moment's peevish hectic past 

Along his chedc» and tranquilliz'd as faat : 

He aate him down in silence, and his look 

Beaum'd the cshnness which before forsook : 

The feaat was usher'd in— but sumptuous fare 

He Bhonn'd as if some poison mingled there. 

For one ao long condemned to toil and fast, 790 

|lf ethinks he strangely spares the rich repaat. 

** What ails thee, Bervise ? eat— dost thou auppose 

<c This feast a Christian's ? oir my friends thy.foes ? 

** Why dost thou shun the salt ? that sacred pledge^ 

" Which, once partaken, blunta the sabre's edge» 

** Makes even contending tribes in peace unit^ » 

<* And bated hosts seem brethren to the sight !"«^ 

• 

«' Salt seasons dunties— and my fbpd is still 

** tile humblest root, my drink the simplest rill ; 

** And my stem vow and order's* laws oppose 730 

•Tliel)ierfiwkawfef«l|fffw>aadtfjiiftw»flrtgibaitbci 



'* To bi«dt or m!ngie thread whh (nends or fees ; 
It may man atfagm > if tbgre be aft^ to dieii^ ' 
That pfcrttt«ats updo mf aiaifle bead; 
<< 9iKti te th:^ •vft^-'^^iaj^ nuHre-*<tby i«dtiff^6 tbmi^ 
*< I taste nor bread kit baRqi]et<-4Hite alone ; 
Infringed omr order's mle, the Pro|ilf«f ft rag« ' 
To Mecca's dome nugbt bar my pilgfrhaa^.'* 
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^ WeU<*««8 tbbtt wSt'-'-'UitetSc ^ tifeWL srI--- 

^< One qaestion andWBr ; then in peabe d^art. 

** How mftay f«>-HA l-^^ii cannot sure be d^y ? 749 

«< What stai^wfcat son ib bunting' on tSie bajrf 

«< It shines a Uke of fir^ V^'>*«W9f'^^Wit.y ! 

^< Ho! treachery! my goardsil iliy selndtiM 

*' The galleys feed t^e ftameis^-^uid I ttfkt ! 

<< Accursed Denrise !^theie iky lidh^ft-^tljeMi 

«< Somevllkiniipy-^^elife^^MsleavebUte^^UybiiAi^v!^ 

XJp Jose the Petvise with ^at biirkt 6f V^t^, 

Kor less hk change of form appali'd the slglit ? 

Up roee that Dervise-^not in saifttly garb. 

But like a warrior bouikling fi*6m his baib» 7Si 

|>aiAi'd hia bi^h cap, and tore hiil robe away — 

Shone hii toail'd breadt^ and flash'd his sabre'i taj ! 

His close bttt glittering casque, and ftable plume» 

Mor0ii|;ll€tie]^g e^e, a«id blade broWs sabler gloom, 

Glar'd on Ihe Moslems' eyes, some Afrit sprite. 

Whose denAon deatb-bldw left no hope ibr fi|;bt. 

The wild cottfusidn, and the strartfty glow 

Of flames on high, and torches from below ; 

The shriek of terror, and the mingling yell— 

Per «wotdd began to clash, a|id shouts t6 swell, 769 
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noBir o>^ thst ap^tof ewth the •if^oflieU! 

Owtncted to and fro the flying slaves 

Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves » 

KoNi^t heeded they the Pacha's angry cry^ 

Tk^ seize that Dervise !— seize on Zatanai !* 

He saw their terror-«-check'd the first despair 

Tliat urg^d him bat to stand and perish there. 

Since far too early and too weU obey'd. 

The flame was kindled ere the signal made ; 

He saw their terror— from his baldrick drew T70 

Baa hagle— brief the blast^but shrilly blew 

lis answer'd^^*' WeU ye speed, my gallant crew ! 

Why did I doubt their quickness of career ? 

And deem design had left me single bere ?'* 
Sweeps his long arms— that sabre's whirling sway^ 
Sheds fast atonement for its first delay ; 
Ck>mpletes his fury, what their fear begun. 
And makes the many basely quail to one. 
The cloven turbans o'er the chamber spread. 
And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its head : 780 
£ven Seyd, convuls'd, o'erwhelm'd with rage, suipriz^, 
Betreats before him, though he still defies. 
No craven he — and yet he dreads the blow. 
So much confusion magnifies his foe ! 
His blazing galleys still distract his sight. 
He tore his beard, and foaming fled the fight ;'|- 

*Saiaii. 

t A eommoB and not very noTdi efieet of MuaMikum ai^iMw See 
FKiBaeEa9ene*tMeaMiin,page34. **TlieSerBikierreeeiTedBwoiind 
in the tbigh ; he fdneked up hii beaid by the roots, becanue he w^ 
flbCKedtoqnitthefidiL'* ^ 



For now tlii IMMliei fiittM tte' fiftMBi g:i«e. 

And bunt within— and it wttc death to wut; 

Where wild amazement shrieking— knedioi^—ffaroWB 

The aword aside— in Tain-^the blood (feHknrv ! fM 

The Gorsaira pooripg, haste to wicte within. 

Invited Coni'ad's ba^ aJid the <fia 

Of groa^mg TifrtiniSy and wild cries fer Bfe, 

Proclaim'd how well he 63d the work of strife; 

They shout to find him grim uAd lonely there, 

A glutted tyger mangling in hk Udr ! 

But short their greeting— shiii4er his reply-*- 

** 'TIS well-»^t 8eyd e8c^»e8*'»«nd he most die. 

f * Much hath been done--^ut more remains to do^ 

t< Their galleys blazer-why not their cHy too ?'* eOQ 

V. 
Quick at the word— th^y seiz'd him each a torch. 
And fire the dome from minaret to porch, 
A stem delight was fi$'d in Conrad's eye. 
But sudden sunk — for on his ear the cry 
Of women struck, and like a deadly kneU 
Knock'd at that heart unmov'd by battle's yell. 
" Oh ! burst the Haram— wrong not oik your lircs 
" One female form— remembeiv—we have wives. 
" On them such outrage Vengeance will repay ; 
" Man IS our foe, and such 'tis ours to slay : SIO, 

** But still we spar'd-— must spare the weaker prey. 
Oh ! I forgot— but heaven will not forgive 
If at my word the helpless cease to live ; 
^ Follow who will — ^I go«^we yet have time 
f< Our souls to lighten of at least a crime." 






He climbs the cracklings stuiMbe bunts the dbof, 
TScir feels his feet glow scorching with the Hoor ; 
Hi9 breath ehok'd gasping with the volom^d smoke, - 
9ot btill from room to room his. way he broke : 
They search — ^they find—they save : with lusty arms 
£ach bears a prize of unregarded charms ; 8St 

Calm their loud fears ; sustiun their sinking frames 
With all the care defenceless beauty claims f 
)3o Veil could Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 
And check the very hands with gore imbrued. 
But who is she f whom Conrad's arms convey 
Ft^m reeking pile and combat's wreck— away— 
Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed ? 
Tbe Haram queen— but still the sl^ve of Seyd ! 

VI. 
Brief time had Conrad now to ^reet Gahiare** 830 
pew words to reassure the trembling fair ; 
For in that pause compassion spatch'd from war, 
The foe before retiring, fast and far. 
With wonder saw their footsteps unpursued, 
First slowlier fled— then rallied — ^then withstood. 
This Seyd perceives, then first perceives how few, . 
Compar'd with his, tl)e Corsair's roving crew, 
And blushes o'er his error as he eyes 
The ruip wrought by panic and surprise. 
Alia il Allah I Vengeance swells the cry — 840 . 

Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die ! 



* Golnare, a feicale name; it ueaiM, fitetallr, Hfc floirer of tli« 
ponegipanite. 
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And flMie ibr fbmt »&& Uood ftr blood aiiist t^. 

The tide of triumph ebbs that flow'd too weU-~ 

When wrath returns to renovated strife. 

And those who fought for conquest strike ix life. 

Conrad beheld the danger — ^he b^|)|dd 

His followers faint by freshening foes repell'd .* 

•* One effort — one—4o break the circling host !" 

They form — unite— charge — ^waveiv— all is lost ! 

Within a narrower ring coinpress'd, beset, $50 

Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet— 

Ah ! now they fight in firmest file no mor^ 

Henum'd in—- cut off---cleft down-^and trampled o'efi 

Bat each strikes singly, silently, anid home» 

And sinks outwearied rather than o'ercome. 

His last faint quittance rendering with his breath, 

fill the blade glimma» in the grasp of death. 

vn. 

But first, ere came the rallyuig host to blows. 
And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose, 
Golnsre and all her Haram handmaids freed, 860 

Safe in the dome of one who held their creed. 
By Conrad's m&ndate safely were bestow*d. 
And dried those tears for life and fame that fiow'd : 
And when that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 
Becall'd those thoughts late wandering in despair. 
Much did she marvel o'er the courtesy 
That smooth'd his accents^-^often'd in his eye. 
*Twas strange — that robber thus with gore bedew'd, 
8eemM geptler .then than Seyd in fcndest mood. 
The Pacha woo'd as if he deem'd the slave 879 

JHust seem delighted with the heart he gave \ 
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The Corsair row'd protecGon, soothM aflHght, 

As if his homage were a woman's right. 

** The wish is wrong — ^nay worse for female-^ain 

*• Yet much I long to view that chief agsun ; 

** If but to thank for* what my fear forgot, 

*•* The life — my loving lord remember'd not T* 



VIU. 

And him she saw, where thickest caraage spread* • 

But gathered breaHiing irom the happier dead ; 

f «> from his baiid, aiid battling with a hoit B89 

That deem right dearly won the field he iMt* 

Fell'df—bleedin|p— baffled of the dea)fa he sougbt. 

And snatch'd to expiate all the ills he wrought) 

Pnesery'd to linger and to lire in vain» 

AVhile Vengeance ponder'd o*er new plans of pain. 

And staunch'd the blood she saves to shed agune— 

But drop by drop, for Seyd's unglutted eye ^ 

Would doom him ever dyingu-ne'er to die ! 

Can this be be ? triumphant late she saw, 

When his red band's wild gestuie wav'd^ a law ! 890 

Tis he indeed-^-disarm'd but undeprest. 

His sole reg^t the life he still possest ; 

His wounds too slight, though taken wilh Ukat will. 

Which would have kiss*d the hand that then could k9l. 

jOh were there none, of all the many givta^ 

To send his soul — ^he scarcely ask'd to hcftven ? 

Must he alone of all retain his breath* 

"Who more than all had striven and fltra<d( for death f ' 

He deeply felt^what mortal hearts must feel. 

When thus reverv'd on fiithleis fortune's wbed» 9i9 




For crimes comnutted^ axul th« victor*8 threat 

Of lingering tortures to. repay the <iebt 

He deeply, darkly felt ; but evil pride 

That led to perpetrate-^now serves to hide. 

Still in his stem and self-collected mien 

A conqueror's more than captive^a air is seen. 

Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound. 

But few that saw— so calmly gaz'd around : 

Though the far shouting of the distant crowd. 

Their tremors o'er, rose insolently loud, 910 

The better warriors who beheld him near. 

Insulted not the foe who taught them fear— 

And the grim guards that to his durance led, 

in silence eyed him with a secret dread. 

IX. 
The Leech was sent— but not in mercy— there 
To note how much the life yet left could bear f 
Re found enough to load with htaviest chain,. 
And promise feeling for the wrench of pain : 
To-morrow— yea— to-morrow's evening sun 
Will sinking see impalement^s pangs begun, 92(F 

And rising with the wonted blush of mom 
Behold how well or ill those pangs are borne. 
Of torments this the longest and the worst. 
Which adds all other agony to thirst. 
That day by day death still forbears to slake. 
While famish'd vultures flit around the stake. 
** Oh ! water, water !"— smiling hate denies 
The victim's prayei^— for if he drinks— he dies'. 
This was his doom : — ^the Leech, the guard were gone. 
And left proud Conrad fetter'd and alone. 930 
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'Twere vain to paint to what his feelings grew— 
It even were doubtful if their victim knew. 
There is a war, a chaos of the mind, 
'When all its elements convuls'd— combined— 
Lie datk and jarring with perturbed force. 
And gnashing with impenitent Remorse ; 
That juggling fiend— who never spake before— 
But cries, "I wam'd thee !" when the deed is o'e^. 
Vain voice ! the spirit burning but unbent. 
May writhe — rebel — the weak alone repent ! 940 

Even in that lonely hour when most it feels 
And to itself all — all that self reveals, 
No single passion, and no rulipg thought 
That leaves the rest as once unseen, unsought, 
Biit the wild prospect when the soul reviews- 
All rushing through their thousand avenues—* 
Ambit ion*s dreams expiring, love's regfret. 
Endangered glory, life itself beset ; 
The joy untasted, the contempt or hate 
'Gainst those who fain would triumph in our fate ; 950 
The hopeless past — ^the hasting future driven 
Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven ; 
Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remembered not 
So keenly till that hour, birt ne'et forgot ; 
Thing^s light or lovely in their acted time. 
But now to stem reflection each a crime i 
'the withering sense of evil unreveal'd. 
Not cankering less because the more conceal'dk* 
All — in a word — ^from which all eyes must start, 
Tha^. opening sepulchre— the naked heart 960 
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BftKt with ito boned wom, till FMe 

To tnatch the minor from the amA m d bieak. 

Ay—- Pride can Tal» and Courage bnnre it all— 

AU— all— hefine—beyond-'-the deadliest fall: 

Bach hath some fear^ and be who least betrmys. 

The oidy hypocrite desc^rinff praiae : 

Not the load recreant wretch who boasts and flies ; 

Bnt he who looks on death— «nd silent dies : 

flo steel'd by pondering o'er his &r career. 

He halfway meets him should he menace near ! 970 



XI. 

In the high chamber of his highest tower, 

Sate Conrad, fetter^ in the Padut's power. 

His palace perish'd in the flame— this fort 

Contained at once his captive and has court 

Not much could Conrad of his sentence bUune, 

His foe, if vanquish'd, had but shar'd the same >— 

Alone he sate— in solitude had seamn'd 

His guilty bosom, but that breast he mann'd : 

One thought alone he could not— dar'dnot meet— 

*«-0h, how these tidings will Medora greet P* 98& 

Then— only then— his clanking hands he raaa'd. 

And Btrain'd with rage the chain on which he gaz'd i 

But soon he found— or feign'd— or dream'd relief. 

And smird in self-dmsion of his ^ef, 

•* And now come torture when it will— or may — , 

* More need of rest to nerve me for the day I" 

This aald, with languor to his mat he crept. 

And, whatsoe'er his visions, quickly slept. 



PorCtaniid'8iilauiMlttrM*At9iM»wai» dooet 999 
Aad liMPMk k»tb«i m much the waste of tim^ 
She scarce had le(t aa uaoomnitled cnme. 
One iiour beheld hhn shice the tide he steaim'd«- 



A chief on UimU-wi outlaw en the deep*— 

]>estToying>--«aTing'--f>ri8oii'd^*4uid aaleep t 



He slept in eafanest seemingf— ^r his breath 

Was faash*d so deep-^^Ah t hi^py if in death ! 

He slept— Who o'er his piscid slumber bends ? 

Hit foes sre gene-*«id Ikssehe luntb no friends s 100^ 

Is it aamt senidi seat to fpnxkt him grace ? 

1^0^ His an eartly ttam with heavealjr face ! 

Its white ana raisM a Ump— yet gently hid. 

Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid 

Of that closM ey^ which opens but to pain» 

And once unclos'd'^ut once nuty close again. 

That form, wilh efe so dark, and cheek so fair. 

And aubom wsTes of gemm'd and braided hair; 

With shape of fairy lightrows nslred foot, lOOf 

That shines liloe snow, and falls en eartji as mute^ 

Through guards snd dunnest night how came it there <^ 

Ah ! rather ask what will not woman dare ? 

Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnaret 

She could not sleep end while the Pacha's rest 

In muttering dreams yet saw hia pirate-^^st. 

She left his side-«his signet rin|^ she bore. 

Which oft in spovt sdom'd her hand before— 

ycL2i T 



And with it, seandy qaUtiotf d, wm bsr wtf 
Throi^ dfowiy-gUMEiU that ttnist tkfkt sigii cte^. 
Worn out with toil, aadtii'd with chsBgii%hkiW8» |.0M 
Their eyes bad envied Conrad his repose ; 
And chBl and nodding at the turret door. 
They atietch their liatleaa limba, and watch no bmso"«* 
Just mit'd their heads to hail the sign^ring^ 
Nor ask or what or who the sign may \amg, 

xm. 

She gaz'd in wonder, ". can he calmly sleep, 
^ While other eyes his fal) or sarage weep ? 
^ And mine in restlessness are wandering here— 
*' What sudd^ spell hath made this man so dear f 
** True— 'tis to him my life, and more, I owe, lOJd 
** And me and mine he spar'd from worse than woe z 
** 'Tis late to think— but soft-->his slumber breaks-^ 
<* How heavily he sighs !— 4ie starts — awakes !^ 

He rais'd his head— and dazzled with the lights 

His eye seem'd dubious if it saw aright : 

He mov'd his hand — the gaating of his chain 

Too harajhly told him that he liv'd again. 

*' What is that form ? if not a shape of air, 

** Methinks, my jailor's face shows wonderous fairf 

" Pirate ! thou know'st me not— but I am one^ 1040 
*' Gfatrful for deeds thou hast too rarely done ; 
" Look on m^--^and remember her, thy hand 
*' Snatsh'd from the flames, and thy more fearful band. 
" I come through darkness — ^and I scarce know why-— 
" Tet not to hwrt-^ would not s<^ thee die." 



^ If ^» kind lady ! thine tBe ovUy eye 

<« That would not here in that piy hope ddight : 

*• Theirs is the chance-^-and let them use their right. 

^ But still I thank their courtesy or thine, 

" That would confess me at so fiur a shme !** 1Q50 

Stnoige though it seem— yet with extfttnest grief - 

I» liiik'd a mirth— it doth not hring rdio^-« 

That playfiilness of sorrow ne'er beguiles. 

And smilea in bitterness— but still it sraiks— 

And sometimes with the wisest and ^te best, 

Till even the scaflbld* edioes inth tfaeir jest! 

lEet not the Joy to which it seems akin— 

l^ydecdre all hearts, save tiiat witiun. 

"tHiate'er it was that flashed on Conrad, now 

A Uughing wildness half tuiMil his brow : 1060 

And these his accents had a sound of mirth, 

Afi if the last he C6uld efltjoy on earth ; 

Vet 'gainst his nature— ^or through that short lii^ 

^ew thoughti had he to spare ftom gloom and strife.' 



^ Ckxrsair ! thy doom is nam'd-^iimt I httve poww 
^ To sooth the Pacha in his weaker hour. 
^* Thee wouldl spare-^-m^more-^-would save thee now, 
« But ^is— time«4M^)e— iUNT even thy^trengtii allow $ 

* Ip 1^ noasi lta«^ fbr ioMiiMei OB tlie mfl^ 
to the tower, viMniiiMpiiigheriieeli, ibe aemarked, that it "^ was too 
ifmAK to trouUe tiie MwUimyn miieh.** During one part of tiw 
IfKoA Bevolatton, it becanke o fkMxm to leave tome **iiiot*' as o le|^ 
aty; aaAtho «|u«iititf of fitfetkras last word* spotcen daring tfast ||» 
iM MBolAftM a MllMMliBkriaililMnk tf A ooiMdenlike sizot 
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But aU I am, I vp ; at J4Mt, dcMgr 

Tlietentaa€e1iMticBiiiU tbeetcapceadajT. 1070. 
«* Itos now wcne xuii^-^evan tJ^gradf vece loaUi 
^' Tfa« vaaa attiii^t ahmild bcii^ iMit doom to both.** 

<< Tea !^loatli indeed >-fliy aotd {• nerved to all, 
<«0r fiOI'iita^lav'tofearafiiiilKrllllt 
*< Tempt Bot li^jraelf with ptfil->-flie witb hope 
^ Of fliii^t fron ibw wiHi whon i eould nM ea^ ; 
** Unftt to T«M|iilBb*-ia]iali I maaily 9^% 
«< The one of ail liif band that wtnilA »ot die ?*— 
•*■ Yet the^e ia oiie-->to whom ny ttfimofy aliiig«» 
<* Till to these eyei her own wild aoftntfta^riiil^. lOOO" 
<' My sole fttouiroes ki the patit I WA 
** WiM«these-^flqrbafk-««iif s«otdH««tyl9fe«-4ByQodf 
** The iMt I teft ib ybuth^e leavoa me iiow«« 
<* And man but worisa hia will to Iby me low. 
" I have no thoo{;lrt: to moek his thnme Mth prayer 
** Wrung from tiie eowani tfoucfaing of delipair, 
** It ia enottgb*^ hi«a^ie'*HH6d X ean boaji^. 
** My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 
^ That might have better k^ so true a brand ; 
** My batk la tuiik or «aptivo^biit my kfV(«-<(> 169(7^ 
** For h«t in soot^ my voice would mount above : 
'< Ob ! she ia all that atfll to OMHii tt«i bifida 
<< And thui win break a hoiM ao more thah kind, 
^ And blight a form— till thine appeared, Gulnarc,! 
*• Mine eye ne*er askM If dthefs wei* as fair ?■* 

^ Thou lov'st another then t*-but what to me 
*• ts this— *tis nothing— nothing e*er can be ; 



f B«t y«fe-*4li6u1ov'ftV«-«iidMlh ! lenvylbow 
^ "WlMMe heiits cm hetfts as fidthM can repose, 
^ 'Who ntfvr feel tiheToid— 4he wvnderiiig thought 1100 
** That sif^o^er ▼inoiift--«iichu nine hath wrought 

I 

^ I/idji-Hnethoiaght thy kyre wis his» ftir whoi» 
f This arm xedeeu'd ^lee htm a fiery toflri».** 



'* Iffy love stem fleyd's ? Oh^^No— Ko-Hnt my love—* 
** Tet much thia hearty that stmet no moffe^eaoeatrave 
f* To meet his paasion— bat it wovld not be* 
«< lleltP-I ftel-lov« dw^U with^with the fifee. ^ 
^ I sm a aUve, s Civoiir'd slaTe at best, 
^ To share his splendoor, aiid seem very bleat ! 
'* Oft must my aoul the qiKstaen ondergo, llUl 

« Of— <Do8t thou lore?* and bum to answer <li»!' 
<* Oh! hard it is th«kt fondness to sustain 
** And straggle not to foal averse in vain » 
** But harder still the heart's reeoil to bear, 
^ And hide from one— pethaps another there* 
" He takes the hand I give not^-nnor withhold-- 
^ Its pulse nor check«^nor c|uicken'd— calmly cold : 
** And when he quits— it drops a lifi^ess weight 
^ From one I never lov'd enou^ to hate. 
^ No warmth these lips return by his impnest* 1129 
^ And chill'd remembrance shudders o'er the rest. 
** Tes— had I ever prov'd that passion's seal, 
f Thetchange to hatred were at leaat to feel ; 
** But still— he goes unmoum'd— returns unsought— 
V And oft when present— absent from my thought. 
*' Or when reflection comes, and come it must^— 
5 f I fear that henceforth *twill but bring disgust ; 
T 2 
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«* I am Im 8Uf<B*^»rt^ li top ii i 4r#Mc^ 

<< 'TweK worse tiii* feonO^rs to falOBBw to bsid*^ 

«*'(A! thfttthudolJiepeoflusbBCMtvaidAeeHfel 1130 

«• Or Mdc aootlier wd gw« snn» nffeafte, 

« But yesterday— I could have said, to peace ! 

« Yes-'^f mwofited fyointm hait I iagt^ 

** Remeiid>flr**'^«apl&ite! 'tis to teetfb t^ duiiQ^ 

*^ Repay the life that to thy haad I owe; 

<« To |^Y6 Uiea iHwk to s» endcii^ Ufchnr, 

** Who dboe sueh lov« as I oah aeffer know. 

^ Far^welWmom 1ifeesln->«-aad I flmot now aw»|r ? "^ 

<( Twill cost no dnuM^rat dk««4i» dwtk tcl dfly^/ 

XV. 
She pressed his lettei^d fittgpv* to h«r heart, lUO 

And how'd her hcad» sad ttam'd her to depart. 
And noiseless as a lorely i^^wm is gone. 
And was she hete ? snd is he bow aline i 
What gem hath drojj^'d wd spa^Ucs o?er his chain ! - 
The tear most saeEed-«hed for others' paiiw^ 
That starts atonoe-^bng^t^-pureM^oQi Pity's mise» 
Already polish'd hjr the hand diving ! 
^! too conviqcing'— dangerously dear^ 
]n woman's eye the unanswerable tear ! 
'jphat weapon of her weakness «die can wield li5D ' 

To saTe-*subdue^-at once her spear and sfe^d-«- 
Avoid it — Virtue ebfos and Wisdom errsj^ 
Too fondly gazing on that gri^of hers { . f 

What lost a world, aikd bad^ a hero fiy ? 
The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. 
¥et be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven, 
Py tliis— how many lose nqt earth— but heaven ! 



9tl 

« 

G<MUilgii their mrff U wmk*B eiemal foe» 

And wal tbt^own to ipase aome wmton't woe! 

XVI. 
nf is monif— end o'er hie altered features play 1160 
The beams— withcNit tlie hope of ycsterday^^^ 
What ahall he be eaoe nii^t ? perehaitce a thin^g^ 
Cer which the raven flj^ her ftineral wii^ : 
By bis cloa'd eye miheeded and anfdt» 
While sets that sun, and dews of eTening melt, 
AiUr— wet— ^okL misty round eaoh stifl^'d 
RefiesliiDg fartfir<-4w»r]y]ii|^ aU bfiit hiffa !«^ 



srp or 04«io tt. 



y 



4 

Vhe gobsajdel 



CANTO m. 






THE COHSAIB. 



^^<%^»ww»»» 



CAirro m. 



L 

I^IX)W tinksy more lovely eie hk nee he nm^ 

Alon^ Morea*s hUby the settinp son i 

Not as in nortfaem climes obacurdy bright* IITO 

But one unclouded blase of living light 1 

O'er the hushed deep the yeUow beam he throws, 

Gilda the green wave that tiemblea aa it glowt. 

On old iEgina*8 rodt; and Idra*a ial^ 

The god of gladneaa aheda hia parting amilei 

O^er his own repian» lingering lovea to ahin^ 

Though there hia altars are no more divine* 

Desoen^jf fast the mountain ahadowa kiaa 

Thy glorious gulf, unoonquer'd Salamis ! 

Th^ azute arches through the long eapanse 1180 

More deeply purpled met hia mellowing glance^ 

And tenderest tints, along their aummits driven, 

Mark his gay course and own the hues of heaven; 

Till, daridy ahadied ftom the land and deep* 

Belund his BelphiaQ cliff he s«dLf to Alesp. 
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teradi anr ere, itis palett beam he etmi. 

When— Athens ! here thy wisest look'd his lastsr 

Hew wstch'd thy better sons his fiorewell ray» 

That clos'd their qiitrde^d si^V lat^ di^ ! 

ITot yet>-aot yet->8oi ps Mn s eia the hiU 119D 

The precioiis hour of parting lingers still ; 

But sad his light to a gwiijj i ^ ^yes^ 

And dark the ii^ountaiil's once deli^tful dies : 

Gloom o'er the lovely land he seem'd to pour. 

The land, where Phabw never li^wn'd before^ 

But ere he sunk below Cithxron's head» 

The cup of Woe was quafr'd-4he spirit fled ; 

The soul of him who scorned to fear or fly-« 

Who liv^i sQii die4 M 9(¥^ caa Uve <w ^ ! 

BuAlo! fio«tbi0h%mett«st9ih6^plai% 120a 

The queen of ^i^lil ai«ev|# be»fii)|ait P^V^f 

No minky TopMi^ hetald cf the stoniw 

Hides hm ^ &•• me0 gicds her glowing £»n|i i 

With cornice glinmtrl^g a* Ae mipombeama ph^ 

There the white w i mmn gRf^b«r graf^^ cay» 

And brig]^ aNund w¥k l^mmfiis WamA bes^t 

Her emblenk spaaklwi ^i^ tl^ Wiaret : 

The groves «f jolkm sMttcff^d dack mi^ wide. 

Where meek Ccplmis pows Us-^ifian^ tic^. 

The cyprssl^ sai^h to i iiig by th« aseped mosqm^ 12V3^ 



*9umLt» drunk ^hjeniiotk^^ia^ 
cxeeutioiO notwldifbaidin^ the rimiiain m f Mi ii li i|ai s it TrtuM 



t The twiHgteta euBwe famaeli ilmwis.rtus ia oar V9m mmgf % 
tfiedayt in winter are longer, MCtnisiiuiMordioherdiimilgii^ 
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The gleambi^ tunet of the gty Kiosk,* 
And dun and lonbrt "aiA tlie My ciJm» 
Near Theaeat' fme yon toMUry |Mlm, 
All tinged with varied Jraet anett the eye->* 
And dull wete his that jh^a'd them heedtea a hy* . 

Agiun the Jfigeafi, haud no more «far» 

LuUs hit chafd breaat f\nm deinental war i 

Afmki lua waves in milder tints unfold 

Their long* uray of sapphire and of gold* 

Mixt with the ahades of many a distant iale^ 1^90 

That iiowiH-where gentle ocean aoetts to ttuik.^ 

kot now my theme— why turn my thoughts to thee ? 
' Oh ! who can look aloi^ tiiy natWe aeai». 
Nor dweU it^ion thy name, whate'er the tai^ 
So much ita magic most o*er all prevafl f 
^ Who that beheld that Sun upon thee act. 
Pair Athens ! eould thine evening fine forget f 
Not he ^ - ^h ose heart nor time nor distenee free8» 
SpeU-boond widiin the ehlstering Gyeladea I 
Kor seems this homage fere^ to his strain, ldS9' 
Ills Corsur's ide was enee thine own doasiii 
Would that with freedom it were diine agaittf 



• Tlie Kioik it a T^fkUi fnMMr<bMM : (hi f^li b 
prtMnt wftUf of Athnu, not far ftwn the tcMple afThmwit 
iridcb and tke trae f!be will interremt^Cepluiiit* •««•« it 
aaaif, aai OiimliiM no vtfcsm St alL 

t Tie openinir Uncft M IkTM •csiiqp n. haNw, 

tfiej ««e writtm tn tlie spot in die iprisv of ISU, «id--I asuae loifV 
ToL 2. U 
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Tbe tun hith-iunk— md, duAaa tluA the niglit, 
ttnkt with its heam Q|K>n the beacon heigh1>— 
Medon's heart— 4he thiid day'a oofme and go ne 
With it he ooiyiea not— sends not— laitUess one ! 
. The ti^nd was fair though light— and storms were none. 
Last eve Ansefano's baxk returned, and yet 
His only tidings that they had not met ! 
Though wild, as npw, far different were the tak 1S40 
Had Conrad waited, for that single sail. 

The Aight-braexe ftohens— she that dky had past 
In watehing all that Hope proclaim'd a mast ; 
Sadly she sate— on high — ^Impatience bore 
And last her footsteps to the midnight shore,, 
^d there she wander'd heedless of the spray' 
That dash'd her garments oft, and wam'd away : 
She saw not-^felt not this— nor dar'd depart. 
Nor deem'd it.eold— her chill was at her heart; 
Till grew such certainty from that suspense — 1350^ 
His y€^ sight had shoek'd from life or sense !' 

It Came at last— a sad kr^ ^atter'd boat, 
Whose mmatiB fbit b^eld whom first they 80Ught>^' 
Some bleeding— all' most wtetched— these the few- 
Scarce knew they how escap'd — t/a$ all they knew. 
fei silence da^kibig eaeh appearM to wait 
Bis felloWs mournful guess at Conrad^s fate. 
Something tliey would have said ; but seem*d to iear 
To teuist their •oeents' to Medora's ear. 
She saw^at once, yet sunk not-t-trembled not — 126tt 
idfeneath that grief'— that loneliness of lot— 
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within that meek fair form v/hestt feelings hi^ 
That de^n'd not till they found their energy* 
While jr^t.wfts hope^they soften'd— flutter'd— Vspt-^r 
All lost — ^that softness died not^«-:but it slept^ / 

And o'er its slumber rose that stren|^ which said, . 
** With nothing left to. love— there's nought to dread.^ 
^is more than nature's ; like the burning might 
Delirium gathers from the fever's height 

**. Silent jrou stand— pnpr would I hear you teU 127 f^ 
** What — speak not— breathe not— for I know it well ^ 
*'Tet would I ask— -almost my lip deides 
** The-^uick your ans^wer— tell me whece he liesi" 

» 
'^tisdy ! we know not— scarce with life we fled ; 
** But here is one denies that he is dead : 
** He saw him bound ; and bleeding — but alive." 
She heard.no further;— 'twas in vain to strive;— 
So throhb'd each vein— reach thought— till then with- 
stood ; 
Her own dark^oul— tthese words at once subdued- 
She totters— falls — ^and senseless had the wave 1280 
Perchance but snatched her from another grave ; 
But that with hands thou^ rude, yet weeing eyeiu 
They yield such aid as Pity's haste supplies : 
Dash o'er her deathlike cheek the ocean dew, 
Haise-r-fan — sustain — ^till life returns anew s 
Awake her handmaids — with the matrons leave 
That fainting form o'er which they gaze and grieve j 
They seek Anselmo's cavern to report 
The tale too tedious— when the triumph short. 
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lb tlutt vild council words waz'd wann and stxtsage, 
Witk tboug^hts of ransom, rescue and rerenge ; 1^1 
iUly save repose or flightr-stai lingering there 
Sre«^*d Conrad's spirit, and forbade despair ; 
HHiafe'er his fate— the breasts he formM aiid led, 
Will save hixn living, or appease him dead. 
Wojp to his foes ! there yet survive a few, 
"Whose deeds are dating, as their hearts are true* 

T. 
Within the Haram's secret chamber sate ^ 
Stem Seyd, still pondering o'er his captive's hte ; 
His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell, 1300 
Kow with Gulnare, and now in Conrad's cell ; 
Here at his feet the lovely slave reclin'd 
Surveys his brow — would sooth his gloom of mind, 
While many an anxious glance her large dark eye 
Sends in ^ts idle search for sympathy, 
Mis only bends in seeming o'er his beads,* 
^ut inly views his victim as he bleeds. 

^* Pacha \ the day is thine t and on thy crest 

«* Sits triumph — Conrad taken — ^fallen the rest ! 

<• His dobm is fix'd— he dies—and well his fiite 1310 

*• Was eam'd — ^yet much too worthless for thy hate : 

•« Methinlcs a short release, for ransom told 

** With all his treasure, not unwisely sold ; 

* Hie ComboliiH or l^jrfioiBetui nnfcj; the Imji sni vikjvm^T 
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*^ Report apeifci Ufffdj of liis |>i»te4io«Nl-« ' 
-«< Would that of tliis my ^cha were the loid ! 
** While hftfled**weiken'd by this fiital fr«y«— 
** Watch'd— felk>w'd-«-he were then an e^ii^ pKS % ' 
** But once cut off— the reqyiant of his band 
*< Bmbark their wealtii, and sedc a fafer strand.*' 

<^6uhiarel if lor each drop of bloed a gen . 1310 
** Were offered rich as ^tamboul's diadem.; 
*' If for each hairof his a massy mine 
** Of virgin ore should supplicating shine; 
^ If all our Ar<h taiea dimlge or dream 
** Of wealth were hese-^hat gold.should not redeemi 
** It had not now redeem'd a single hour— 
« But that I know him fetter'd, in my power ; 
** Andy thirstiog for revengCt I ponder still 
** On pangs thut longest rack— and latest )ull.*' 
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Nay» Seyd !— 1 seek not to restrain thy rage, 1330 

Too justly mov'd for m^rcy to assuage ; 
« My Uioughts were only to secure for thee 
** His riches — ^thus leleaS'd, hfi were not free » 
** Dbabled, shorn of half his might and band, 
« His Cloture could but waut thy first command.** 
*< His capture amid / — and shall I then resign 
** One day to him-«-the wretch already mine } 

Release my foe ! — ^at whose remonstrance — ^thine ? 

Fair suitor — ^to thy virtuous gratitude, 
** That thus repays this Giaour's relenting mood, 1340 
'^* Which thee and thine alone of all could spare* 
^Ko doubt— regardless if the prize were faii^ 
U2 
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<« I h«vie » iBiNMMel fer Oij Ipuiaer «v ; 
^I do nistrwt Iftwe^ womui ! amd ead^ W6td 
<< Of tbiiie atamps trath dq lU flmfnciaii tward. 
«* Borne ia i«t «iM tlwMfb five fimB yon 
« Say,..inet& thou Impcriagr t^^pe wnik hm to % f 
o '* Thou need'st not answer^— thy confeasion apeaks, 
^ A3r«^dy. reddenii^ on thy ^ifuiltf choriu ; IM 

« Then, lovely dame, htOaak thee ! a^d Ib^waw: 
« Tis not iUt life alone Bny ckun iiieK ceee I 
** Another wofd «iid— ttay-*l Aeediio laaite. 
** Accursed ^nw tiif SBom^t wbeeHebeUe 

*' I then had sunim'd thee with a loYVft^ w4e*^ 
** Now *tia ^y lord that vanu^.«-deoei«f«l thing' ! 
** Know'st tho« that I oaa tlip thy vaHtoH -wini^l 
** In wdrds alone I am not wo&t to diaft : 
** Look tp thyaelf-^nor deem thy falsehood aafe P 1369 

He rose— and slowly, sternly thence wlthdrewji 
Bage in his eye and threats in hifi( adieu : ■ 
Ah ! little reck'd that chief of womanhood-^. 
"Which fi-owns ne*er quell'd nor vienaces subdued ; ' 
And little deem'd he what thy hea(rt-.-Gulnare ! 
When soft could feelj and when incens'd could dare. 
His doubts appeared to wrongr-nor yet she kneir 
Bow deep the root from whence compassion grew— 
She was a slave — from such may captives claim 
A fellow feeling—diiTering but in nan^e i ISrO 

Still hidf unconscious — heedless of his wrath* 
Again i(he ventiu'd on the dangerous palh. 
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Again lys rage it^'d^-Juata u^m ' 

The stirife of thought-#42ie tooite of iroHiMi*t Itom ! 

yr. 



Roll'd day and aifbt- Jiis soul Miild tenrev 
Tliis ftarftil intdval «f doubt and d«Md» 
Wkitn ev«]7 liow isiiglit doom ban irofte l^a dead^ 
Whiea ereiy itep that eehoed by the gate. 
Might entering lead where aie and stake awut ; 13dQ 
Whien every voice that grated on his ear 
Mig^t be the last that he could ever hear ; , 

Could terror tarae-*-that spirit stem and high 
Had prov'd unwilling as unfit to die s 
•Twas worn— perhaps decay*d^yet silent bore- 
That conflict deadlier far than all before : 
The heat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 
J^^ve scaice one thought inert enough to quail 2 
But bound and fi^^'d in fettered solitude. 
To pine, the prey of every changing mood ; ^ 139Q 
To gaze on thine own heart^-^and meditate 
Irrevocable faults — and coming fate — 
Too late the last to shun— the first to mend- 
To count the hours that struggle to thine end. 
With not a friend to animate and tell 
To oth^ ears that death became thee well : 
Around thee foes to forge the ready lie. 
And blot life's latest scene with calumny i 
^eibre thee tortures which the soul can dare, 
Yet doubts how well the shrinking flesh may bear ; 1406 
But deeply feels a single cry would shame, 
To vaioui^s praise thy last and dearest clain\ ; 
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The life thou le«v*8t below— denied i^ve * 

By kind monopolisto of heavvnlj lore. 

And more than doubtful paradise— thy heaven 

Of earthly hope— thy lov'd one from thee riven. 

Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain. 

And gmrera pang^ surpassing mortal pain : 

And those sustain'd he— boots it well or ill ? 

Since not to sink beneath, is something' still ! 141d 

vn. 

The first day passed- he saw not her — Gulnare-' 

The second — t^ird— and still she came not there ; . 

But what her words avouch'd, her charms had done. 

Or else he had not seen another sun. 

The fourth day roll'd along— and with the night 

Came storm and darkness in their mingling might : 

Oh ! how he listen'd to the rushing deep, * 

That ne'er till now so broke upon his sleep ; 

And his wild spirit wilder wisheii sent, 

RousM by the roar of his own elemeilt ! 1430 

Oft had he ridden on that winged wave* 

And lov'd its roughness for the speed it gave ; 

^nd now its dashing echoed on his ear, 

A long known voice — alas ! too vainly near ! 

lioud sung the wind above— <and, doubly loud» 

Shook o'er his turret cell the thunder-cloud ; 

And flash'd^the lightning by the lattice bar. 

To him more genial than the midnight star : 

Close to the glimmering g^te he dragged his chain. 

And hop*d that peril might not prove in vain. 14$^ 

He rais'd his iron hand to h^yea, and pray'4 . 
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One pitying ilasb to mar the form it made : 
HiB steel and impious prayer attract alike— 
The storm roll'd onward and disdained to strike ; 
Its peal wax'd fainter— ceas*d— he felt alone, 
A» if tcmie faithless friend had spumed his groan ! 

vra. 

The midnight pass'd — and to the massy door, 

A light step came— it paus'd— 'it mov'd once more ; 

Slow turns the grating bolt and sidlen key— 

'Tis as his heart foreboded«p-that fair she ! 1440 

Whate'er her sins to him a gaardian saint. 

And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint ; 

Tet changed since last within that cell she came. 

More pale her cheek^— more tremulous her frame : 

Qn him she cast her dai-k and hurried eye, 

Which spoke before her accents — ** thou roust die !— » 

•« Yes thou must die — -there is but one resource, 

" The last— the worst — if torture were not worse* 

** Lady ! I look to none— my lips proclaim 1449 

** What last proclaim'd they — Conrad still the same : 
** Whyshould'st thou seek an outlaw's life to spare, 
•• And change the sentence I deserve to bear ? 
" Well have I eam'd — nor here alone — ^the meed 
*• Of Seyd*s revenge, by many a lawless deed.** 
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Why should I seek ? because — Oh ! didst thou not 
•* Redeem my soul from worse than slavery's lot ? 
** Why should I seek f — hath misery made thee blind 
*• To the fond workings of a woman's mind ! 
^ And must i say ? albeit my heart rebel 
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^' With all that woman feels, but should not t«iUr-1460 
•* Because— despite thy crimes — ^that heart is mov'd— 
*«It fear'd thee — thank'd thee— pitied— madden'd-* 

lov-d 
«* Reply notr— tell not now thy tale agun, 
** Thou loy'st another — and I love in vain ; 
*' Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 
** I rush through peril which she would not daie. 
•* If that thy heart to hers were truly dear, 
** Were I thine own, thou weit not lonely her^— 
*' An outlaw's spouse — and leave her lord to roam ! 
** What hath such gentle dame to do with home ! 1470 
•* But speak not now, o'er thine and o'er my head 
** Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ; 
** If thou hast courage still, and would'st be free^ 
• Receive this poignard— rise — and follow me I'* 

•* Ay-— in my chains ! my steps will gently tread* 
•* With these adornments, o'er each slumbering head ! 
•« Thou hast forgot — is this a garb for flight ? 
^ Or is thkt instrument more fit for fight ?" 



'' Misdoubting Corsair ! I have gain'd the guard, 
** Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 1480 

** A single word of mine removes that chain : 
'* Without some aid how here could I remain f 
** WeD, since vfe met, hath sped my busy time, 
•• If in aught evil, for thy sake the crime : 
** The crime— 'tis none to punish those, of Seyd-— 
«* That hated tyrant, Conrad— he must bleed ! 
I see thee shudder — ^but my soul is chang'd-* 
Wrong'd— spuin'd— revil'd— ottd it shall be aveng'd** 
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•» Accus'd of what till now my heart disdained-- 

*< Too faithful, though to bitter bondage chain'd. 1490 

^* Tes, smile ! — but he had little cause to sneer, 

** I was not treacherous then — ^nor thou too desp^ 

**J9ut he has said it — ^and the jealous well, 

•* Those tyrants, teazing, tempting to rebel, 

** Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell. 

** I never lov*d— he bought me — somewhat high— 

.«* Since with me eame a heart he could not buy, 

** I was a slave unmurmuring ; he hath said^ 

*' But for his rescue I with thee had fled. 1499 

St »i*i(^a8 fake thou know'st— but let sueh augurs rue^ 

** Their words are omens, insult renders true. 

** Nor was thy respite granted to- my pray« j 

** This fleeting grace was only to prepare 

** New torments for thy life> and my despair. 

" Mine too he threatens i but his dotage stiU 

* Would fain reserve me for his lordly will : 
When wearier of these fleeting charms and me. 
There yawns the sack--and jnbnder rolls the sea ! 
What, am 1 then a toy fbr dotard's play. 
To wear but till the gilding fretsr away ? 151D 

** I saw thee— lov'd thee— owe thee all-'-would save, 

• If but to show how grateful is a slave. 

" But had he not thus menac'd fame and life, 

" (And well he keeps his oaths pronounc'd in strife) 

" I stili had sav'd thee— but the Pacha spar'd. 

«• Now I am all thine own— for all prepar'd — 

" Thou lov'st me not— nor know'st— or but the wors^ 

«* Alas ! this love— that hatred are the first— 

* 

"Oh! could'st thou prove my truth, thou would^t 
not start. 
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^ Nor fear the fb*e*that lights an Eastern heart, lj;30 
* *Tia now the beacon of thy safety— now 
«« It points within the port a Mainote prow : 
** But in one chambar, where our path must lead, 
** There sleeps-^-be must not wake — ^the oj^reMffr 
Seyd !*' 

r 
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•• Guhiare — Guhiare— I never felt till now 

** My abject lbrtune<—witber'd fame so low : 

*^ Seyd is mine enemy : had swept my band 

** Fj^m eartliwith ruthless but ^ith openhand* 

** And therefore came I, In my bark of war, 

*< To smite the smiter with the scimitar ; 1530 

'* Such is ray weapon— not the secret knife— 

" Who spares a woman's seeks not slumber's life— 

^ Thine sav'd I gladly, li^y, not for tlita— I 

'< Let me not deem that mercy shewn amiss. i 

"Now fare thee Well— more peace be with thy breast ! 
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Night wears apace*-- my last of earthly rat !" 



" Rest! rest ! by sunrise must thy sinews shaken 
** And thy limbs writhe around the ready stake. 
" I heard the order-<saw— I will not see— 
** If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee. IS46 

** My life— my love— my hatred— all below 
** Are on this clst—Corsair ! 'tis but a blow ! 
Without it flight were idle— how evade 
His sure pursuit ? my wrongs too unrepaid, 
** My youth disgrac'd— the long— long wasted years, 
" One blow shall cancel with our future fears ; 
'^ But since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 
** I'll try the firmness of a female hand— 
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^ The guards «re gaia'd— ooe motofest ill Weta c^^e^Mk 
^ Corsair ! we meet in safety or no more i .. \M§I^ 

** If errs my feeble hand, the moriun^ cloud 
*« Will hover o'er Utiy scaiFold, and my shroud." 

IX. 

She tum'd, and vanish'd ere he could reply* 

But his g^lance followed far with eager eye ; 

And gathering, as he could, the links that bound 

His form, to curl their length, and curb their sound. 

Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude* 

He* fast as fetter'd limbs allow, pursued. 

Twas dark and winding, and he knew not where 

That passage led— nor lamp nor guard were there : 1560 

He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 

Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ! 

Chance g^iides his steps — a freshness seems to beatr 

Pull on his brow, as if from morning air — 

He reach'd an open gallery — on his eye 

Gleam 'd the last star of night — the clearing sky?-- 

Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 

From a lone chamber struck upon his sig^t 

Towards it he mov'd, a scarcely closing door 

Heveal'd the ray within, but nothing more. 1570 

With hasty step a figure outward past, 

Then paus'd— and turn'd — and pausM — 'tis she at last ! 

Ho poignard in that hand-'-nor sign of ill— r 

** Thanks to that softening heart— she could not kill !** 

Again he look'd, the wildness of her eye 

Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. 

She stopp'd — threw back her dark fair floating hair* 

That nearly veil'd her face and bosom fair : 

Vol. 2. " W 
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At if flbe Ute had bent her kaning head 
Alfeve some object of her doubt or dread. 1580 

They meet— upon her brow—unknown-^forgot— 
Her hurrying' hand had left — 'twas but a spot — 
Its hue was all he saw— and scarce withstood — 
Ohi slight but certain pledge of crim^e— 'tis blood I 

X. 

He had seen battle— he had brooded lone 
O'er promis*d pangs to sentenc'd guilt foreshown-* 
He had been tempted— chasten'd— and the cham 
Yet on his arms might ever there remain- 
But ne'er from strife— captivity— remorse— 
From all his feelings in their inmost force— 159i 
So thrill'd — so shudder'd every creeping vein 
As now they froze before that purple stain. 
That spot of bloody that light but guilty streaky 
Had banish'd all the beauty from her cheek ! 
Blood he had view'd— could view unmov'd— but then 
It flowed in combat, or was shed by men ! 

XI 
** 'Tis done— he nearly wak'd— but it is done — 

Corsair ! he perish'd — ^thou art dearly won. 

All words would now Be. vsdn— away — away ? 
** Our bark is tossing— 'tis already day — 160(f 

*^ The few gain'd over, now are wholly mine, 
" And these thy yet surviving band shall join : 
«• Anon my voice shall vindicate my hand, 
^ When onoe our sail forsakes this hated strand.'^ 
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She clapp'd lier hands— and tfaroug^h the gallery pwxt. 
Equipped for flight, her rassala-— Greeds and Moor ; 
Silent but quick they stoop, his chains unbind ; 
Once more his limbs are free as mountaia wind ! 
But on his heavy heart such sadness sate. 
As if they there transferr'd that iron weight— 1610 
Xo Words are utter'd— at her sign, a door 
BeTeals the secret passage* to the shore ; 
The city lies behind-^ey speed, tiiey reach 
The glad wares dancing on the yellow beach t 
And Conrad following, at her beck, obeyed, 
Kor car'd he now if rescued or betray'd ; 
Resistance were as useless as if Seyd 
Xet liv'd to view the doom his ire decreed. 



xni* 

Embork'd, the sail mfurPd, ihe light breeze blew««« 

How much had Conrad's memory to review ! 1629 

Sunk he in contemplation-^till the cape 

Where last he anchor'd rear'd its giant shape. 

Ah !— Since that fatal night, though brief the time. 

Had swept an age of terror, gprief, and^ crime. 

As its far shadow frown'd above the mast. 

He veil'd his face, and sorrow'd as he past ; 

He thought of all—Cronsalvo and his band. 

His fleeting triumph and his failing hand ; 

lie thought on her afar, his lonely bride— 

fie tum*d and saw— Gulnare^ the homicide ! 163b 
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She watch'd his featares till she conld not bear 
Their freezing aspect and averted air, 
AQd that strange fierceness forei|^ to her eye» 
Fell quencVd in tears, too late to shed or dry. 
She knelt beside him and his hand she prest, 
•• Thou mayst forgive though AUa*s self detest ; 
f* But for that deed of darkness what wert thott ? 
*' Reproach me— but not yet— Oh ! spate me it«« / . 
I am not w^at I seem— this fearfu^night 
My brain bewildered — do not madden quite ! 1640 
*< If I had nev^ lov*d— though less my guilt, 
^ Thou hadst not liv'd to— hate me— if t^<m vilt.*? ' 

XV. 

She wrongfs tiis thoughts, they more himsblf upfaeaid 
Than her, though undesigned the wretch he madej 
But speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest. 
They bleed within that sUettt cell— his breast. 
Still onward, fair the breeze, nor rough the sui^ 
Crhe blue waves sport around the stem they urgei 
Far on th' horizon's verge appears a speck— 
A spot— a mast— a sul— an armed deck ! 16J0 

Their little bark her men of watch desciy. 
And ampler canvaa woos the wind from higii ; 
jShe bears her down majestically near. 
Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier ; 
A flash is seen— the ball beyond their bow 
Booms harmless hissing to the deep below^ 
Uprose keen Ckmtad ftam his silent trance, 
A long, long absent gladness in his glance ; 
^Tis mine— my bipod-red flag— again— again— 



«« 
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*■ I am not all deserted on the main !" 16S§ 

*Tkey own the signal, answer to the hail. 

Hoist out the boat at once, and slacken sail. 

•* *Ti8 Conrad I — Conrad !*' shouting from the deck» 

Command nor duty could their transport check ! 

With light alacrity and gaze of pride. 

They view him mount once more his vessel's side ; * 

A smile relaxing in each rugged face, . 

Their arms can scarce forbear a rough embrace* 

He — ^half forgetting danger and defeat, 

Setums their greeting as a chief may greet — 1670 

Wrings with a cordial grasp Anselmo'» hand. 

And feels he yet can conquer and command ! 

XVI. 
These greetings o'er, the feelings that o'erflow. 
Yet grieve to win him back without a blow ; 
They sail'd prepared for vengeance — had they known 
A woman's hand secur'd that deed her own. 
She were their queen — ^less scrupulous are they 
Than haughty Conrad how they win their way. 
With many an asking smile, and wondering star^. 
They whisper round, and gaze upon Gulnare ; 1680 
And her, at once above — ^beneath her sex. 
Whom blood appall'd not, their regards perplex. 
To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye, 
She drops her veil, and stands in sUence by ; 
Her arms are meekly folded on that breast. 
Which — Conrad safe — to fate resign'd the rest. 
Though worse than phrenzy could that bosom fiU^ 
Extreme in love or hate — in good or ill, 
'jhe worst of crimes had left her woman sti)l ! 
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xvif. 

This Conrad mark'd, and felt-— ah ! could he Um 1 169<^ 
Hate of that deed — ^but grief for her distress^ 
What she had done no tears can wash away. 
And heaven must punish on its an^ry day : 
But — ^it was done — ^he knew, whatever her guilt. 
For him tliat poignard smote — ^that blood was spiltr— 
And he was free ! — and she for him had given 
Her all on earth, and more tlian all in heaven ! 
And now he tumM him to that dark-eyed slave 
Whose brow was bow'd beneath the glance he g^ve, 
Who now seeiil*d chang'd and humbled l-^fsunt an4 
meek, 170& 

But varying oft the colour of her cheek 
To deeper shades of palcness-<*all its red 
That fearful spot which stain'd it from the dead ! 
He took that hand--it trembledr— now too late 
So soft in love— so wildly nervM in hate ; 
He claap'd that hand—it trembled-^nd his own 
Had lost its firmness, and his voice its tone. 
** Gulnare !**— but she replied not—" dear Gulnaxt !** 
She rais'd her eye — her only answer there— 
At once she sought and sunk in his embrace : lYl^ 
If he had driven her from tliat resting place. 
His had been more or less than mortal heart. 
But — ^good or ill — it bade her not depart. 
Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast. 
His latest virtue then had join'd the resL 
Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
That ask'd from form so fair no more than thls»— 
The first— the last that Frailty stole from Faith— 
To lips where liove had lavish*d all his breath. 



iVy Iip«-<»who8e broken sigfiB mch fhngrmct flings 1720 
As he had faim'd them freshly with his wing ! 



xvni. 

They gainM by twilight's hour their lonely isfe. 
To them the very rocks appear to smile. 
The haven hums with many a cheering sound. 
The beacons blaze their wonted stations round. 
The boats are darting o'er the curly bay. 
And sportive dolphins bend them through the spray ; 
f«Fen the hoarse sea-bird's shrill discordant shriek, 
Gfieets like the welcome of his tuneless beak ! 1729 
Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams. 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 
Oh ! what can sanctify the joys of home, 
like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam? 



XIX. 
The lights are high on beacon and from bower^ 
And midst them Ck>nrad seeks Medora's tower ; 
He looks in vain— 'tis strange, and all remark 
Amid so many, hers alone is dark. ^ 
'Tis strange-~of yore its welcome never fail'd. 
Nor now, perchance, extinguish'd— only veil'd. 
With the first boat descends ^e for the shore, 1740 
And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 
Oh ! for a wing beyond the falcon's flight. 
To bear him like an arrow to that height ! 
With the first pause the resting rowers gave, 
^Q waits not— looks not-*-leaps into the wave. 
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Ascends the path fiuoUiar tp bis eye. 



He reach'd his turret door— he paus'd— no sound 
Broke from within — and all was night around. 
He knocked, and loudly — footstep nor reply 1750 

Announc'd that any heard or deem'd him nigh ; 
He knock'd—but faintlj' — for his trembling hand 
Befus'd to aid his heavy heart's demand. 
The portal opens — 'tis a well known face- 
But not the form he panted to embrace. 
Its lips are silent — twice his own essay'd. 
And fail'd to frame the question they delay'd ; 
He snatch'd the lamp-- its light will answer all- 
It quits his grasp — expiring in the fall. 
He would not wait for that reviving ray — 1760 

As soon could he have linger'd there for day ; 
But, glimmering through the dusky corridore. 
Another chequers o'er t^e shadow'd floor ; 
His steps tlie chamber gain— his eyes behold 
All that his heart beliey'd not— yet foretold ! 

y 

XX. 

He tum'd not— spoke no!— sunk not— fix'd his look 

And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 

He gaz'd — how long we gaze despite of pain. 

And know — but dare not own we gaze in vain ! 

In life itself she was so still and fair, ITTQl 

That death with gentler aspect witlicr'd there ; 



1 
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And the coM fiovers* her colder iuoid f»ntdto^4» 
la tltftt hat grasp as toiderly were strain'd 
As if she scmcely felt, bat fdgn'd a sleqn 
And made it almost mockery yet to weep s 
The long dark lashes fringM her lids of snow-* 
And veil'd— thought shrinks from all that lurk'd bdow- 
Oh ! . o'er the eye death most exerts his might. 
And hurls the ^irit from her throne of light * 
Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse, 1780 
But spares, as yet, tlie charm around her lips— 
Tet— yet they seem as they forbore to smile, 
Asid wished repose—- but only for a while ; 
But the white shroud, and each extended tress, 
XiOng— fair-*4>ut spread in utter lifelessness, 
l¥hich, late the sport of every summer wind, 
Escji^'d the baffled wreath that strove to bind ; 
These— and the pale pure cheek became the bier— 
But she is nothing— wherefore is he here ? 



He ask'd no question— aQ were answered now it9Ct 

By the first glance on that still-garble brow. 

It was enough— she died— wiiat reck'd it how i 

ltir;love of youth, the hope of better years, ' 

The source of softest joy and tenderest fears. 

The only living thing he cot^d not bate. 

Was reft at once— and he deserved his fate. 

But did not feel it less ;— the good explore, 

^or peace, those realms where guilt can never sov i ' 

* 

* In tiie I^raat It is tbs caiUNB to sl»v flomn ca ilie bodtM of t^^ 
deMl» aiiA in thehiads of yoiniK penoat 10 j^lstt a noaqpqr. 
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The proud— the waywaircU-vho have fixM belov 
Their joy~^and find this earth enoagh Ibr woe» • 1800 
Lose in that one their aU---percliance a mit^^ 
But who in patience parts with all delight f 
Full many a stoic eye and aspect stem 
Hide hearts where grief hath little left to learn ; 
And many a withering thought lies hid— -not lost^— 
In smiles that least befit who wear them mo6t. 

xxn. 

By those, that deepest feel, are ill esprest 

The indistinctness of the suffering breast ; 

"^here thousand thoughts begin to end in one. 

Which seeks from all the refuge found in w>ne; -1810' 

No words 'Suffice the secret soul to show. 

And Truth denies all eloquence to Woe. 

On Gonrad's stricken soul exhaustion prest. 

And stupor almost luU'd it into rest $ 

So feeble now-~his mother's softness crept 

To those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept : 

It was the very weakness of his brain. 

Which thus confess'd without relieving pain. 

None saw his trickling tears—perchance, if seea. 

That useless flood of grief had never been : 1890 

Nor long .they flow'd— he dried them to depart. 

In helpless— hopeless— brokenness of heart : 

The sun goes forth^-but Conrad's day is dim-^ 

And the night cometh— ne'er to pass from him— ^' 

-Theze is no darkness like the cloud of minc^ 

On Grief's vain eye — the blindest of the blind ! 

Which may not— dare not see— but turns a«ide 

To blackest shade— nor wUi endu]% a guide ! 



239 
xxm. 

His heart was form'd for softness— warp*d to wrong— 
Betray'd too early and beguil'd too long; 1830 

£ach feeling pure—- as falls the dropping dew 
Within the grot ; like that had harden'd too ;— 
Less clear, perchance, its earthly trials pass*d. 
But sunk, and chill'd, and petrified at last. 
Yet tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the rock ; 

« 

If such his heart, so shatter'd it the shock. 

There grew one flower beneath its rugged brow. 

Though dark the shade— it sheltered — sav'd till now ! 

The thunder came— that bolt hath blasted both, 

The granite's firmness, and the lily's growth : 1840 

The gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell 

Its tale, but shrunk and wither*d where it fell. 

And of its cold protector, blacken round 

But shiver'd fragments on the barren ground ! 

XXIV. 

•Tls mom — ^to venture on this lonely hour 

Few dare — though now Anselmo sought his tower. 

He was not there — nor seen along the shore ; 

Ere night, alarm'd, their isle is travers'd o'er : 

Another mom — another bids them seek. 

And shout his name till echo waxeth weak ; 1850 

Mount — grotto — cavern — valley search'd in vain. 

They find on shore a sea-boat's broken chain— 

Their hope revives — they follow o'er the main. 

'Tis idle all— moons roll on moons away. 

And Conrad comes not — came not since that day-- 

Nor trace, nor tidings of his doom declare 

Whicre lives his grief, or perlsh'd his despair : 
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Ixmg iiioiim*d his l»aad niuxm nqoe could ommuh be- 
side i 
And fair the monumefit they gave his bride : 
For him they ruse not the recording stone — 1860 
His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known ; 
He left a Corsair's name to other times, 
Iink*d vitk one virtue, and a thousand crimes. 



PRIZE PROLOGUE, 

8POXBK AT THE OPENING OF THE NSW TBBATIS 
ROTAL, DRtTRT-LANB. 

October, 1812. 



XN one dread night our city saw^ and sigh'd,— 
Bow'd to the dusty the Drama's tower of pride^ 
In one short hour,— beheld the blazing fahe» 
Apollo sink, and Shakspeare cease to reign. 

Ye, who beheld, O sight, admir'd and moum'd. 
Whose radiance mock'd the ruin it adom*d ! 
Through clouds of fire, the massy fragments rirefij 
Like Israel's pillar, chase the night from heaven. 
Saw the long column of revolving flames 
Shake its red shadow o'er the startled Thames, 
While thousands, throng'd around the burning dome^ 
Shrank back appall'd, and trembled for their home ; 
As glared the volum'd blaze, and ghastly shone 
The skies, with lightnings awful as their own ; 
l^ill blackening ashes and the lonely wall 
Usurp'd the Muse's realm, and mark'd her fall^ 
Say — ^shall this new nor less aspiring pile, 
Bear'd, where once rose the mightiest in our isle, 

VoL 2. X 



242 

Know the same &vour which the fonner kskt9t, 
A shrine for Shakspeare, worthy hhn and ynt f 

Yes— it shall be— the ma^c of that name 
Defies the scythe of tone, the torch of flami^ 
On tlie same spot still consecrates the scene, 
A^ bids the Drama be where she h&th been .-->« 
This fabric's birth attests the potoit spell. 
Indulge our honest pride, and say, JRi* vreU ! 
As soars this fane to emulate the last. 
Oh ! might we draw our omens from the past. 
Some hour propitious to our prayers, may boast 
Nam^s such as hallow still the dome we lost. 
On Drury first your Siddons* thrilling art 
O'erwhelm'd the gentlest, storm'd the sternest heart 
On DruVy, Garrick's latest laurels grew. 
Here your last tears retiring Roscius drew, 
Sigh'd his last thanks, and wept his last adieii. 
But still for living wit the wreathes may bloom 
That only -waste their odours o'er the tomb. 
Such Drury claim'd and claims,— nor you refuse 
One tribute to revive his slumbering muse. 
With garlands deck your own Menander's head ! 
Kor hoard your honours idly for the dead ! 

Dear are the days which made our annals bright. 
Ere Garrick fled, or Brinsley ceas'd to Write, 
Beirs to their labours, like all high-born heirs. 
Vain of our ancestry, as they of theirs. 
While thus Remembrance borrows Banquo's glassy 
To claim the sceptred shadows as they pass. 
And we the mirror hold, where imagfd shine 
t^mmortal names, emblazon'd on our line ; 
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Pau8e-*-^re IhtAr feebler ofisprkig you condemn^ 
Beflect how hard the task to rival them ! 

Friends of the stage— to whom both players and plays 
Must sue alike for pardon, or for praise* 
Whose jud^g voice and eye alone direct 
The boundless power to cherish or reject, 
J£ e'er frivolity has led to fame. 
And made us blush that you forbear to blame. 
If e'er the sinking stage could condescend 
To sooth the sickly taste it dare not mend. 
All past reproach may present scenes refute. 
And censure, wisely loud, be justly mute ! 
Oh ! since your fiat stamps the Drama's laws, 
Forbeai* to mock us with misplac'd applause— 
So pride shall doubly nerve the actor's powers. 
And Reason's voice be echoed back by ours ! 
This greeting o'er,^the ancient rule obey'd. 
The thrams^s homage by her herald paid, 
Receive our welcome too,— whose every tone 
Springs irom our hearts, and fain would win your own. 
The curtain rises^may our stage unfold 
Scenes not unworthy Drufy's days of old !— 
Tritons our judges, Ns^ture fbr our guide, 
Sti)l may -m please, long— long may you preside. 
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I. 

X IS done— but yesterday ft king ! 

And armM with king^ to strive--* 
And nov thou art a nameless thing 

So abjeot-~yet alive ! 
Is this the man of thousand thrones. 
Who st^rew'd our earth with hostile bone^ 

And can he thus survive ? 
Since he, miscall'd the Morning Star, 
Kor jnan^ nor fiend, hath fallen so far. 

n. 

ni-minded man ! why scourge thy kind 
Who boVd so low the knee ? 

By gazing on thyself, gprown blind. 
Thou taught'st the rest tp^ see. 
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With might u]iq!iest]oa*d«--power to saTe— 
Thine only gift hath been the gmve 
To those that worshq>p'd thee; 
Nor till thy fall could mortals guess 
Ambition 's less than littleness ! 

m. 

Thaiiks for that lesson— it viU .teach 

To after warriors more 
Than high philosophy can preachy 

And vainly preach'd before. 
That spell upon the miiMb of men 
Breaks, never to unite again. 

That led them to adore. 
Those Pagod things of sabrewiwayy 
With fix>nts of brasSf and Ibet of clay. 

IV. 

The triumph, and the vanity, ^ 

The rapture of the strife ;• 
The earthquake voice of victory. 

To thee the breath of life } 
The sword, the sceptre, and that sway 
Which man seem'd made but to obey. 

Wherewith renown was life— 
AU quelled— Dark spirit ! what must be 
The madness of thy memory ! 



• eertaminis ^audfo-Hlw «ipieinaa of Altik, ia kb «, 
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Ti 
The DesoliMtar deaokte! 

The victar overthrown ! 
The alrbiter of others' fiile 

A suppliant for his own ! 
Is it some yet imperisl hope 
That with inch change can calmly ecqie i 

Or dread of deatibi alpne ? 
To die a jvinee— or Hre a slaVe— 
Thy choice is most %noiily brave t 

He^who of old woold zend iiue <ak 
Dream'd not of the rebound ; 

ChainM by the trunk he vainly broke 
Alone^how look'd he round? 

Thou in the sternness of thy strengtli 

An equal deed hast done at I^glh 
And daricer fiite hast foundi 

He ftHf the forest-prowlers' prey ; 

Bat thou must eat thy heart away ! 

The Romany when his burning heart 
Was slalfd with blood of Rome* 
Threw down the dagger--dar'd depart^ 

In savage grandeur home- 
He dar'd depart, in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had bome» 

Yet left him such a doom 1 
His only glorfr was that hour 
Of self-uphdd abaadoA'd power. 



tlie Spaniard, when tHe lost of s««y» 
Had lost its qiuckoung' speU» 

Cast crowns fbr rosaries away. 
An empire for a celL 

A strict accountant pf his beads, 

A subtle dispatant in creeds. 
His dotage trifled well : 

Yet better had he neither luowsi 

A bigot's shrine nor despot's throne. 

But thou— fti»«n tliy teliietant hdMl 

The thunderbolt is wrungv^ 
Too late thou hear'st the high command 

To which thy weakness cUing s 
All Bvil Spirit tm thou art. 
It is enough to grieve the heaxit. 
To see thine own unstrung ; 
To think that God's fiur world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so meaiv ^ 



And Earth hath spilt her blood iov him i 

Who thus can hoazd his own ! 
And monarphs bow'd the trembling limb^ i 

And thank'd him for a throne ! ! 

Fair Freedom ! we may hold the^ dear, i 

When thus thy mightiest foes their fear j 

In humblest g^uise have shown. 
Oh ! ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
4 brighter name to l||i« ^si^nkind. 
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XI. 

Thine evil deeds aw writ in gor<, 

Nor written thus in Tun-^ 
Thy triumphs tell of fome no moret 

Or deepen every stsin.— 
If thou hadst died as honor dies. 
Some new Napoleon might arise. 

To shame the world again. 
But who would soar the solar height. 
To set in such a starless night f 

Weigh'd in the hslan^ hero diut 

Is vile as vulgar elayc 
Thy scales, mortality ! are just 

To jdl that pass away ; 
But yet methought the livipjg great 
Some higher sparks should animate^ 

To dazzle and dismay; 
Kor deem'd Contempt could thus make mirth 
Of these the conquerors of the earth. 

xm. 

And she, proud Austria's mournful flower. 

Thy still imperial bride ; 
How hears her breast the torturing hour f 

Still clings she to thy side ? 
Must she too bend, mupt she too share 
Thy late repentance, long despair. 

Thou throneless homicide ? 
If still she loves thee, hoard that gem, 
^is worth thy vanished diadem ! 



xiy. 

Then haste thee to thy sullen isle, 

^nd gaze upon the 3ea; 
That element jn&y meet thy smiley 

It ne'er was rul'd hy tiiee ! 
Ot trace with thine all idle hand 
In loitering mood upon the sand 
That Earth is now as free ! 
That Corinth's pedagogue hath now 
Transferred his bye-word to thy hrow. 



XV. 

Thou Timour ! in his captive's cage 

What thoughts will there be thine. 
While bi6oding in thy prison'd rage ? 
But one—" The world was mine/* 
Unless^ like he of Babylon^ 
AU sense is with thy sceptre g^ne, 

lAfe will not long confine 
That spirit pour'd so ^dely forth— 
80 long obeyed— so little worth ! 



XVI. 

Or like the thief 0^ fire from heaven 
Wilt thou withstand the shock ? 

And share with him, the unfi>rgiveny 
His vulttune and his rock ! 

|?'oredoom'd by God— by man accurs^ 
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And that last act, thoagli not thy mmf^ 

The very Bend's srch mock ;* 
He in his fall preserv'd his pride. 
And if a mortal, had as proudly died ! 

* " Tliefiend*tttSlkiiiotl^ 
* To lip t ivintoa^ aoi foiipott liar cliMl^'' 

Majf, 1814. 
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